Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



f btg itmb, t^t fealli <rf Stina, 

^ juliilntl btit^ loiq, 
Jnl) brig^ Enit^ inxng m Rngcl, 



^nti t^rg, b^o bitti Ifeiii Jtabn, 
Haiti iDtii)imil) in l^i fig^, 

J«i tbtr «nl) tot tbn 
^1 (lab in robn of b^. 



'\ 



'V 



■'V 



>. 



•. 



^; 



< 



\N- 



s 









< : 



•^ 



^' 



-y 



^ 






4 



« 






\i 



•' 

<# 



•s 

Mf 



• A 



.A** 



. •■'<■'' ■ 



\f 



>< 

^ 



'^>^ 
f.y ^ 



.» . 



'^ 



-»»'» 



• I" 









- fc ' »> 



*\ 



"» 3 



I 



■4 « 



'J'. 



> \ 



^^$ Vthmi lf(4ipo«derfttI 1|i«5i(<f«( 



AND SOME OF ITS SOLDIERS AND SERVANTS. 



0. A. JONES, 



ifm jfiMiduriit. 



LONDON: 
J. MASTERS AND CO., 78, NEW BOND STREET. 



/^ / 



TO 

AMY AND EDITH WINSTANLEY, 

THESE STOBIBS 

ABOUT THE WONDEBFUL SD^GDOM 

ABE DEDICATED 

WITH MUCH TjOY^ BY THEIB PBIEND, 

C. A. J. 



AHn ^jl^ ^H^ ^8IP ^JIP ^HP ^^9m^ ^^9m^ 'wRP 

S&S&sBsBsB® www 




w w W w 




CONTENTS. 



Chapteb Page 

I. The Wonderful Kingdom 1 

II. Waiting 4 

III. The First Whit-Sunday 7 

IV. The Path that leads to Glory 10 

. V. The King's Messengers 14 

YI. The King's Messengers {continued) 18 

VII. The Martyrs of the First Persecution . . . .33 

VIII. The Writers of Glad Tidings 28 

IX. The Siege of the Holy City 33 

X. The Saint and the Lions 36 

XL A Good Friday long long ago 40 

XII. The Seed of the Church 44 

XIII. The Seed of the Church (continued) 51 

XIV. A Braye Boy and Girl 65 

XV. A Chapter about Soldiers 59 

XVI. Our Soldier Saints 63 

XVIL The Story of a Winter's Night 69 

XVIII. The Patron Saint of the Little Ones .... 73 

XIX. The Story of the Holy Cross 77 

XX. Our Church's Creed 82 

XXI. The Soldier and the Beggar 84 

XXII. The Apostle of Ireland 87 



•V 

Ghapteb Page 

XXIII. The Answer to a Mother's Prayer 90 

XXIV. An Emperor's Penance 93 

XXV. The Little Brass Coin 95 

XXVI. The First Archbishop of Canterbury .... 98 

XXVII. An English Missionary Bishop 102 

XXVIII. An English Queen 103 

XXIX. At the Foot of the Cross 108 

XXX. A Martyr Archbishop 110 

XXXI. An English King 113 

XXXII. The Story of S. Thomas of Canterbury . . . 115 

XXXIII. The Holy Wars 120 

XXXIV. A Princess of Another Land 124 

XXXV. Another Missionary 129 

XXXVI. The Martyrs of Japan 131 

XXXVn. An Apostle of Charity 135 

XXXVin. A Martyr Bishop of our own Land .... 138 



STOEIES ABOUT THE WONDERFUL KINGDOM 
9nD some of it0 ^olDiet0 ano @>ett)ants. 



CHAPTER I. 

C5e Wonbrcful Aingtiom. 

I AM going to tell you the story of a wonderful Kingdom, 
dear children ; you all know what a kingdom is, do you 
not P It is a nation or country over which a king rules, 
just as an emperor rules over an empire, and a duke over 
a dukedom. Tou have read, I dare say, in your little 
histories about kingdoms and empires that once were 
very great and powerful, and that now are veiy small and 
very weak; there are some of these kingdoms and empires 
that once seemed to rule the whole world, and now even 
their very names are almost forgotten. 

But tMs Kingdom of which I am going to tell you has 
lasted for more than eighteen hundred long years, and we 
know that it will last for ever and ever, even beyond the 
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end of the world, for the Kingdom is the Church, and its 
King and Pounder is Jesus Christ Himself, and after 
the great Judgment Day, this same Church which has 
fought and battled upon earth, and which is called the 
Church Militant — which means fighting — will be the 
Church triumphant, and at rest in heaven. 

The Jews of old had a Church ; we read about it all 
through Old Testament History ; you remember, do you 
not, all about the beautiful temple that King Solomon 
built at Jerusalem in which they used to worship God 
and offer sacrifices, how all these sacrifices were types of 
the Saviour Who was to come down to live His Incar- 
nate Life on earth and to die for our sins ? 

A type is something that happens, and as it were shows 
beforehand some event that is coming afterwards, and so 
when the Jews offered up a lamb to God upon their altars 
that lamb was a type of the Lamb of God, Who should 
take away the sins of the whole world. Abel and Isaac, 
Joseph and David, and a great many other good people 
of whom you read in Old Testament History were, in their 
sufferings, types of Jesus ; that is, they bore in a very 
small way some of the agony that He bore for us upon 
the Cross. 

When Jesus came and lived His Holy Life on earth, 
types were no longer needed, and when He offered Him- 
self upon the Cross as the One Great Sacrifice for our 
sins, the sacrifices of the Jewish Church had no more 
meaning in them ; a new Church was founded by Christ 
Himself. 
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You know that our dear Lord after iHis Resurrection 
was on earth for forty days, and during that time He gave 
His Apostles power to go into all the world and preach the 
gospel to every one, and to baptize people in the Name of 
the Pather, and of the Son, and of the Holt Ghost, and 
to forgive sins when they were confessed and repented ^of, 
in the Name of the same Most Holy Trinity. 

After those forty days Jesus led His disciples out to 
the Mount of Olives, and He was taken up to Heaven, to 
the Throne of God, in a great white cloud. 

The disciples stood gazing up into that cloud trying to 
see through it, to catch one more last glimpse of Him 
they loved so dearly. Then God's angels came to them, 
and told them that Jesus was gone away from them into 
heaven, hut that He would come again some day in the 
same manner as they had seen Him go away to His own 
true Home. 



CHAPTER II. 

Watting* 

Tou can fancy, dear children, how sorrowful the disciples 
must have been when their Lobd had gone from them ; 
when they knew that they could no longer hear His gentle 
voice, nor listen to all the words of love that used to fall 
from His sabred Lips. Yes, He was gone, and yet they 
dared not grieve, because He had promised to be with 
them to the end of the world, — with them and with all 
His whole Church ; and He had promised to send them 
a Comforter to abide with them for ever, even the HoiiV 



Ghost^ Who should help them and guide them in the 
work He had told them they were to do for Him, Do you 
know what that work was ? It was this : they, the Apos- 
tles were to go into all the world, and tell the people of 
every country, that the Saviotje of the world had come, 
and died upon the Cross, that they might he saved. 

Those who had known and loved Jesus so well knew 
that the promise He had given them must be fulfilled ; all 
His words had come true, all that He had foretold had 
been done, and so they could not sorrow as those without 
hope ; and they went back to Jerusalem and waited there, 
watching and praying, and talking of all the wonderful 
things that had been done by their Master. 

There were the eleven Apostles, and the blessed Virgin 
Mary, and I dare say a great many other good men and 
women who had heard the sacred Words of Jesus, all 
waiting for the promise to be fulfilled. 

Eleven Apostles ; eleven, out of the twelve, chosen by 
the Saviour Himself, to do His work; how is this? 
Where is the twelfth ? Dear children, you know the sad 
story of one of them, of Judas, who betrayed his Master 
into the hands of the Jews ; you have read of his dreadful 
death, so I will not say anything about it here. It had 
been the will of Jesus that there should be twelve Apos- 
ties, and whilst they were waiting at Jerusalem during 
those ten days after the fiirst Ascension-Day, S. Peter pro- 
posed to the others that the place of the traitor Judas 
should be filled by some good man who had known the 
Saviour, and had seen and believed in His Eesurrection 
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from the dead. Two were chosen out of the numher 
of the disciples as most fitted to do their Lokd's work, 
and then they all prayed and asked God to show them 
which of the two, it was His will, to set apart to His ser- 
vice, and they drew lots, and the lot fell upon Matthias, 
and he became one of the Apostles. 

Long years afterwards S. Matthias laid down his life in 
Cappadocia, in Asia Minor, for Jestjs' sake. He was 
preaching to the heathen people, and they crucified him, 
just as the Jews had crucified his Master. 



CHAPTER III. 

In an upper room in Jerusalem, the disciples were together 
on the Day of Pentecost. Pentecost was a Peast kept by 
the Jews in memory of that day when in the lonely wil- 
derness God gave His servant Moses, the Law, from Mount 
Sinai. 

Well, upon this day, in that upper room, there were 
prayers going up to heaven, asking the Lobd to remember 
those He had left upon earth. It was ten days now since 
Jebits had gone away in the great white doud, and as yet 
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the promised Comforter had not come to be with them. 
You know, dear children, how long the time appears 
when your father or mother, or brothers or sisters, or any 
kind friends go away from you ; how you count the days 
until they come back again ; well, think how long it must 
have seemed to the disciples since Jestjs left them ; think 
how they must have longed for Him to send them that 
Holy Spirit Who should help them to do all He wished 
them to do. 

Suddenly there came into that upper room a sound 
which none of them had ever heard before ; a sound some- 
thing like a great, strong rushing wind, and red tongues 
like flames of fire rested above the head of each of the 
Apostles ; then they knew that the Holy Ghost had come 
to them ; they knew they were no longer left comfortless. 

The Apostles, you know, were almost all poor ignorant 
fishermen, and with that great gift of the Holy Ghost, 
God gave them power to speak all languages, so that they 
might teach the people of every country, all about the 
Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit. 

There were a hundred and twenty people in that room 
at Jerusalem when the Holy Ghost came down upon the 
Apostles, but soon they began to preach, and to heal the 
sick, in the streets of the city, and three thousand more 
people were baptized. 

It is upon this Feast of Pentecost that the history of 
the " Wonderful Elingdom" really begins. We keep the 
Peast now, and we call it Whit- Sunday, — Whit because of 
white — and in the early days of the Church the heathen 



who had been taught to believe in the Lord Jestjs Ckeist 
were baptized, and wore pure white garments. In old 
English wit means wisdom, and the Spirit of Wisdom was 
poured upon the Church upon the Day of Pentecost, so 
you see this is another reason why we call it Whit-Sunday. 
And we, my dear little children, are all servants and 
soldiers of " the Wonderful Kingdom." We have all been 
baptized in the Name of the Patheb., and of the Son, and 
of the Holt Ghost. It does not matter where we were 
born, or where we live, whether in England, or Scotland, 
or France, or Ireland, or Germany, or any other country, 
we are all children of the great King. It was to take us 
to our Pathea's Kingdom at last, that Jesus came to be 
a little Child, and a sorrowing Man upon earth. 



CHAPTER IV. 

%tt ^atfi tgat leati0 to dDIocp. 

Aftbe that wonderful Day of Pentecost the Apostles, as 
I have already told you, remained in Jerusalem, teaching, 
and preaching, and baptizing, and a great many of the 
Jews believed in Jestts, and in His Resurrection. 

I dare say the rulers had thought that when they had 
crucified the King of Glory they should have no farther 
trouble with the people, and now they were very angry 
when they saw how many of those who had once denied 
their Satioub, now asked to he baptized. 
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The Priests and the Scribes, and the soldiers, tried to 
prevent S. Peter telling the people about Jestjs, but the 
Apostle did not heed them ; he knew that he must obey 
his Master, that he must fear God, and not man. The 
disciples of Jestjs had a great deal to put up with in those 
days, but they were not afraid. Every day they found 
strength where we can all find it, in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment which Jesus had left them before He went from 
them, in which He had told them that they should find 
Him, and be one with Him. 

We like to think now, dear children, when we kneel in 
the Presence of the Blessed Eucharist, that it was by 
feeding upon the Precious Body, and drinking the Pre- 
cious Blood, that the Apostles of old were made strong 
for the work their Lord had given them to do. 

There was a great deal for them to do at the time of 
which I am telling you ; they had to look after the poor 
as well as to teach and to preach, and so they chose seven 
good men who might help them in giving the alms to the 
poor widows and others who needed them, and they laid 
their hands on these men, who were called deacons, and 
prayed over them, just as the bishops now lay their hands 
upon, and pray over the priests and deacons who are or- 
dained, that is, chosen, and set apart for God's service. 

There was one of these deacons whose name was 
Stephen, who loved God very much, and who because he 
was so good, was allowed to work miracles, that is, to do 
a great many wonderful things, healing the sick, and 
making the people believe in Jestjs ; and he spoke too, to 
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the Jews, and his words were so full of power, that they 
could not answer him, nor contradict him ; some of the 
Jews were very angry at this, and they hribed people to 
bear false witness against him, that is, to say things of 
him that were not true, and they took him to the Council^ 
(a council was then what we should call a court now-a- 
days,) and they told the chief priests all the wicked things 
of which he was accused. 

Stephen stood before them, not caring what they said, 
his face all bright and beautiful, like the face of an angel, 
his thoughts with God his Saviour. 

At last the High Priest asked him if all that was said 
of him was true ; and he answered and told them all about 
the love of God and of Jesus, and he spoke to them of 
the Just One Whom they had betrayed and crucified. 
When they heard these things, the Bible tells us, " they 
were cut to the heart," which means they were very angry, 
and in their wicked rage they ground their teeth at him ; 
all this time he stood quite calmly before them, looking 
up to heaven, and seeing the glory of God, and Jesus 
standing on the Right Hand of God. It did not matter 
to him that the path that led to this glory, must be stained 
by blood, S. Stephen longed to die for his Ix)bd's sake. 
He told them of the beautiful sight he saw, and they were 
more angry than ever, and they sent him out of the city, 
and stoned him with great stones. 

He did not take up stones and throw at them, dear 
children, he did not lift a hand against them ; he asked 
the LoBD Jesus to receive his spirit, and then he prayed 
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another prayer. You remember how our dear Lobd when 
He hung bleeding and dying upon the Cross, asked God 
to forgive His murderers, and now S. Stephen prayed his 
Master's prayer, and said, " Lord, lay not this sin to their 
charge," which means, Lord, forgive them for this that 
they are doing to me. And when he had said these words 
he fell asleep, he went to Jestjs in Paradise. 

S. Stephen is called the Proto-Martyry or the first 
Martyr. He was the first Christian man who had been 
put to death because he believed in Jestjs Christ, he fol- 
lowed next his Master in the path that leads to glory. 
The name of Stephen means a crown, and it was indeed 
a bright crown that was won by the first martyr. 

Dear children, you cannot be martyrs now-a-days ; you 
cannot lay down your lives for Jesus' sake, but do you 
know how you can follow our blessed Lord, and S. 
Stephen, and all the " noble army of Martyrs," of whom 
we sing in church in the Te Deum ? I will tell you ; by 
giving up your own way, by bearing things patiently, and 
by praying for those who in any way have been unkind 
to you. This is the path that will lead you to glory, for 
it is the path that Jest7S trod. 



CHAPTER V. 

Cge )&tng'0 Sift&stnggtsi, 

In the Acts of the Holy Apostles we read that when 
the holy Martyr, S. Stephen, was put to death, those who 
were taking part in that cruel deed, the witnesses as they 
are called, laid down their clothes at the f^et of a young 
man whose name was Saul. 

Do you know who this Saul was, dear children P I will 
tell you ; he was the great Apostle, 8. Paul, the Apostle 
of the Gentiles, as he is called. The QentUeB you know 
were all the people in the world who were not Jews, and 
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although all the Apostles went and preached to them, 
S. Paul travelled about, and bore greater hardships than 
any of them. And yet at the Martyrdom of S. Stephen 
this young man Saul stood rejoicing because one of God's 
own saints had been stoned to death. How is it that 
afterwards he learned to love Jesus even as S. Stephen 
had loved Him ? how is it that like him in the years that 
were to come he too died the martyr's death ? 

Saul had a great deal of courage and zeal, he loved 
God, although he did not then believe in Jesus Oheist, 
he thought the Christians were in the wrong, and he did 
all he could to stop the spread of the Wonderful King- 
dom. 

After doing his best in Jerusalem to persecute the 
Christians, he asked the High Priest to give him letters 
to the rulers of Damascus, a city a great many miles oflF, 
so that he might go there and put a stop to this new 
religion. 

He went. He had to travel for some days before he 
could reach Damascus, and one day when the sun was 
shining very brightly, there shone round him a light greater 
than the noonday sun, and a voice sweet and gentle, but 
very sorrowful, said to Saul, " Why persecutest thou Me ?" 
Which was as though He said, " Why do you hurt Me by 
hurting those who believe in Me ?" 

Saul was very frightened when he heard that voice, and 
he said, " Who art Thou, Lokd ?" And the answer came, 
" I am Jesus Whom thou persecutest." 

Then Saul asked Jesus what He wanted him to do P 
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And the Lobd told him to go to Damascus and there he 
should be told what he was to do. 

After this Jesus went away from Saul's sight, and the 
joung man could not see, everything was dark around 
him now that the great and glorious light was gone ; and 
his companions led him into the city of Damascus, and 
there he waited until he heard what work it was that Oob 
wanted him to do. He stayed in the house of a man 
named Judas, and God sent a Christian to him called 
Ananias, to put his hands upon his eyes and give him 
back his sight ; and then he was told that he was to go to 
the Gentiles and tell them all about the Lord Jestjs. And 
from that time his name was changed from Saul to Paul. 

You can imagine, dear children, how sorry S. Paul, as 
we must now call him, was, when he thought of all the 
harm he had done the Ohristians, and now that God had 
been so good to him and sent him as one of His messen- 
gers to the Gentiles, he determined to do all he could to 
show his sorrow and repentance for the past. 

You will read as you grow older all about the wonderful 
journeys which he took, and the trials he endured in 
bringing people to Cheist, and by-and-by when I am 
telling the story of S. Peter, I will tell you about S. Paul's 
glorious death; there was another Apostle who worked 
with him, who was not one of those twelve chosen by our 
Blessed Lobd, but who was made one of the holy band by 
the laying on of the hands of the other Apostles, his name 
was S. Barnabas, and this is a very beautiful name, it 
means the son of consolation, or the son of comfort. 



After this holy Apostle had converted a great many Gen- 
tiles, and baptized them, he died a martyr's death at 
Salamis in the Island of Cyprus, which was his birth- 
place« 

I have called this chapter " The King's Messengers," 
dear children^ Do you know why ? Because it is about 
those whom Jesus sent to carry the glad message of sal- 
vation to the distant nations of the earth ; I shall have to 
tell you about some more of these Messengers, these first 
bishops of the Wonderiful Kingdom, 



CHAPTER VI. 

CONTINUED. 

I HAVE told you that S. Stephen is the Proto-Martyr, 
that is the first Martyr ; well, I am now going to tell you 
about another Proto-Martyr, the Proto-Martyr amongst 
the Apostles, the first amongst those who had been chosen 
by our Blessed Lobd Himself, to give up his life for his 
Master's sake. It was to 8. James, the brother of S. John, 
that this great honour was given. Herod Agrippa ordered 
him to be killed ; he was led out to die, and a man who 



had brought some false accusation against him was walk- 
ing with him to the place of execution. 

I dare say, he had expected to see S. James looking pale 
and frightened, he saw him instead bright and joyous, like 
a conqueror who had won a great battle ; the man knew 
then that the Saviour in whom S. James believed must 
be the true God if He could give such strength as this, 
and he confessed Christ and asked his victim to forgive 
him. ^' Peace be with thee," was all S. James said, and 
he and his accuser were beheaded together, and the un- 
believer became one of God's own martyrs. 

In those early days of the Church there was a Council 
held at Jerusalem, that is, a meeting of the Apostles, to 
make laws for the Church, and to settle any disputes that 
might have arisen. Afterwards there were a great many 
of these Councils held at different times and in diflterent 
places, you will read about them for yourselves in the 
History of the Church when you are old enough, and 
better able to understand the great questions that were 
decided there. S. James the Less, as he is called, to dis- 
tinguish him from the other S. James, of whom we have 
just been speaking, was the Bishop of Jerusalem at that 
time, and he was the president or head of this Council ; 
we keep the festival of this holy Apostle with that of S. 
Philip, on the bright first of May, May-day, as it is called. 
We know very little about S. Philip, except that he was 
amongst the number of our Lord's Apostles, one of the 
King's Messengers, and he died a martyr's death at a place 
called Hierapolis, in Phrygia. Of S. James we hear that 
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the Jews forbade him to name the Holy Name of Christ, 
and they carried him up to the roof of the Temple, and 
there instead of denying his Lobd, he boldly proclaimed 
that Jesus was the Son of God ; then the cruel people 
cast him down and stoned him, and all the time he prayed 
the Lord's own prayer for his murderers, " Pather, for- 
give them, for they know not what they do." As he was 
saying this prayer, a soldier struck him on the head with 
a club, and the holy Bishop had gained the martyr's 
crown. 

I cannot tell you all that there is to be told about these 
Messengers of the Great Bang, but I want you just to 
know how all the Apostles, chosen by our Blessed Lord, 
one after the other laid down their lives for Him, all but 
one, of that one I will tell you in another chapter. 

S. Andrew, the first called by our dear Lord to follow 
Him, won his crown of martyrdom in Greece ; he saw the 
cross upon which he was to die in the distance, and he 
raised his hands and ran forward to it, as though he were 
welcoming a dear friend, and that cross was indeed a 
friend to S. Andrew, for it took him to the Master Whom 
he had loved so truly. It was not a cross like the one 
upon which Jesus was crucified ; it was made in the shape 
of the letter X, and S. Andrew was tied to it by cords, and 
he hung there for three long days, suffering dreadful 
pain, and speaking to the people of the love of Jestjs 
Christ. 

The people as they listened to him believed his words, 
and they asked the Governor to let him be taken down 
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&om that raruel cross. He did not like to refuse them, he 
ordered the ropes to be cut, but God vanted S. Andrew 
in His own bright Paradise; wheu the thongs were 
severed, the body of the Apostle fell to the ground quite 
dead. 

Then you remember hearing about S. Thomas who 
doubted his Lokd's BeBurreetion ; well, he went to Persia 
and to India and preached the Clospel there, and he was 
killed by the people he was trying to teach ; they threw 
stones and darts at him, and he too gained the martyr's 
crown. 

I wonder if you recollect the story of the holy Nathanael 
of whom our Lord said, when He saw him, ** Behold an 
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Israelite indeed, in whom is no guile ;" well, that Na- 
thanael was afterwards the Apostle S. Bartholomew, and 
he went as one of the King's Messengers to Armenia, 
and there he was crucified for Jesus' sake. 

I will finish this chapter about the King's Messengers 
by telling you of the martyrdom of S. Simon and S. Jude. 
Do you know some old writers thought that S. Simon 
came to our own country of Britain, and that he was sawn 
in half on our shores ; we are not sure about this, but we 
are sure that somewhere or another S. Simon suffered and 
died because he loved Jestjs better than his life. 

S. Jude, whose festival we keep with that of S. Simon, 
gained the martyr's crown in Persia. 



CHAPTER VII. 

CBe Spsittptts of tfit 0m |sec0etittfan» 

Tou remember how S. Peter by his wonderful words had 
made three thousand of the Jews believe in Jbsits after 
the Day of Pentecost ; after that he was never tired of 
doing his Master's work, never tired of trying to spread 
the wonderful Kingdom. He was put into prison, bound 
with chains, and an angel came, and a bright light shone 
into the dark cell, and S. Peter followed his guide, think- 
ing that he was in a dream ; they reached the iron gate 
of the city, which opened to let them pass through, and 



then Peter knew that (Job had delivered him out of the 
hands of his enemies. 

This is only one story about him, I could tell you a 
great many more ; but you can find them in the Acts of 
the Holy Apostles ; and there you will find all about S. 
Paul's shipwrecks and his wonderful journeys and escapes. 
Now I must hurry on to tell you of the dark days which 
were coming upon the Kingdom of Christ. 

You know what a powerful empire Bome once was, and 
how grand and beautiful the city was^ standing upon its 
seven hills ; but at the time of which I am writing, which 
is about seventy years after the birth of Jestjs, there was 
a cruel emperor, whose name was Nero, who began to 
persecute, that is to harm the Christians, more than they 
had ever been persecuted before. 

S. Paul, who had been in Rome before, when he heard 
all the cruel things Nero was doing, went there again to 
try and comfort the Christians, and S. Peter was there 
too, the holy Apostles were together when the glory, for 
which they so longed, came to them. 

In the year 64, Nero had ordered the beautiful city 
to be burned, and he stood looking on at the flames, 
looking on at his foul deed; he accused the Christians 
of having set fire to Rome, and he ordered hundreds of 
them to be killed, for the cruel act he had himself com- 
mitted. 

There was a wicked man in Eome at this time, named 
Simon Magus, and he pretended that he could fly through 
the air, and do things which no other man could do. 
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Crowds came together one day to see the strange sight, 
and amongst the crowd were SS. Pfeter and P&ul. 

God wanted to show those people of Biome His great 
power ; for a moment He allowed^ the magician to rise up 
in the air as he had said he should do ; hut it wa& only 
for a moment. SS. Peter and Paul knelt down^ and called 
upon the Holy Name of J£S¥S^ and Simon Magna feU to 
the ground and broke both his legs.^ Nero was sa angry 
with the Apostlesi or what he considered theirinterference, 
that he cast them inta prison^ and let them stay there for 
nine months. Then on a Summers's day^ when aU the 
world looked green and bright and joyous^ they were led 
out to the top of those Itoman hills to die. SL Paul^ as a 
E/oman citizen^ was beheaded. S. Peter was condemned 
to be crucified. There stood the cross* before him,, and he 
thought of the dear dear Lobd. Whom he had once denied, 
and he felt he was;, not woirthy ta die^ as his Master had 
died,, and sa he asked a fayour of his minrderers ; and what 
do you think it was ? It waa this,, that he might be 
crucified with his head downwards. 

The summer sun might well shine* aver 'ELome an that 
June day on which those two Apostles won their never 
fading crown. 

There waa a holy maid^i in those daya of Nero, named 
Thecla, she had once been a heathen, but she heard 
SS. Paul and Bamabaa preach in the city of Iconium, 
and she gave up all her ridies, far she was of noble birth, 
and she followed S. Paul in all his journeys and perils. 
One day she was carried into the amphitheatre in Rome. 
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An amphitheatre is a place, my dear children, something 
like a huge circus, and she was made to stand there in the 
midst of the gazing crowd whilst the fierce lions were let 
loose upon her. 

The people trembled as they looked upon the young and 
heautiful girl ; they need not hare done so, Thecla said 
her prayers, and the wild beasts instead of tearing her to 
pieces walked up to her and lying down at her feet, lidied 
them. 

Nero then ordered her to be cast into the flames, but 
th^ rose up around her and did not hurt her, and she 
went back to her own country and lived a very good and 
holy life. 
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Dear children, nothing can really harm you if you will 
say your prayers as S. Thecla did, and trust in God. 
Tour bodies may suffer, you may be ill and weary, but if 
you are loving faithful servants of the Great King, your 
souls will be safe for ever in His Hands. 



CHAPTER YIII. 

Do JOM know what tlie word Gospel means, dear cMl- 
dren P It means ^ad tidings or good news. And what 
was the good news that the King's Messengers had to take 
into the world ? I will tell it you in the words the angel 
told it to the shepherds on that first Christmas night: 
" Behold, I bring you glad tidings of great joy which shall 
be to all people ; for unto you is bom this day in the city 
of David a Savioue which is Cheist the Loed." Yes, 
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this was the Gospel : the good news that Jesus had come 
to save sinners. 

In the New Testament there are four gospels, that is, 
four different accounts of the Hdy Life of our Lobd, four 
sad and yet joyful stories of His death, and resurrection, 
and ascension* 

These accounts of the life of Jesus were written you 
know by S. Matthew, S. Mark, S. Luke, and S. John, and 
they are called Evangelists, which means gospel writers, 
or writers of glad tidings. 

S. Matthew was a very rich man you know, and one 
day Jesus saw him sitting before his money tables, and 
he called him to follow Him, and he asked no questions, 
but at once left aU his riches and became very poor, be- 
cause he loved God better than money ; he went out as a 
Messenger of the Great King, and preached the gospel to 
the heathen, and he died a martyr's death at a city of 
Farthia. 

The Gospel which we call the Gospel of S. Matthew was 
written for the Jews to whom he had preached before he 
left his own country. 

You have all heard of Egypt, have you not ? the country 
where Joseph lived, and where the Israelites were slaves 
for many years until Moses came and delivered them; 
there was a beautiful city there in the days of the early 
Christians, called Alexandria, indeed the city still stands, 
and people when they go out to India stop at Alexandria, 
and rest for a little time. S. Peter sent S. Mark tliere 
in the early days of the Church, and he founded a Church 
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which was afterwards called the Church of Alexandria, 
and thousands of people were baptised in the name of 
Chbist. 

One day there was a great feast held in honour of a 
heathen God, and the idolaters seized S. Mark and dragged 
him for two whole days through the streets which were 
stained with his blood, and then God took him to Him- 
self, a holy glorious martyr. 

S. Peter had been preaching in the great city of Rome, 
and the people begged S. Mark to put down in writing 
all the wonderful things he had said, and so S. Mark 
wrote his Gospel, and the words of that Gospel are really 
the words of S. Peter. 

S. Luke was a doctor and painter; it is said that he 
painted a likeness of the Blessed Virgin and the Holy 
Child, and I dare say he did, after he became a Chris- 
tian ; S. Paul converted him to the faith of Cheist, and 
he wrote the Gospel which we call S. Luke's Gospel, and 
also the Acts of the holy Apostles. When S. Paul was in 
prison S. Luke was with him, his true and faithful friend ; 
it is not quite certain whether the holy Evangelist died a 
martyr's death. 

S. John, the Apostle of Love as he is sometimes called, 
was also an Evangelist. You know how dearly he loved 
Jesus, how he was the one who leaned on our dear 
Lord's Breast at the last Supper — that first Eucharist — 
and yet he was not allowed to show his love by dying as 
all the other Apostles had done for their Master's sake. 

I have told you how the cruel Emperor Nero had put 
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SS. Peter and Paul to death, and now Nero was dead, 
and an emperor reigned in Bome called Domitian, who 
began another persecution of the Christians. S. John 
was the Bishop of Ephesus then, and Domitian sent for 
him to Rome, and there at the Latin gate of the city he 
had him thrown into a cauldron of hoiling oU. Oh, what 
a wonderful sight it must have been ! there was the seeth- 
ing scalding oil, and in the midst of it was the Apostle, 
quite calm, quite strong, not a hair of his head was hurt ; 
when he came out from the dreadful bath it seemed as 
though he had been bathing in a clear stream of fresh 
water. 

Domitian seeing that he could not harm him, now sent 
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him away to a lonely island called Patmos, in the Archi- 
pelago ; but S. John was not lonely there, he was always 
thinking of heaven, and he wrote that beautiful book 
which is called the Revelation of S. John the Divine, and 
which tells of all the joy of the beautiful city with its 
streets of gold. 

At last Domitian died, and the next emperor, whose 
name was Nerva, was kind to the Christians, and. sent S. 
John back to Ephesus, it was there he wrote his Gospel. 

He lived to be a very old man, and he used to be carried 
into the Church, and say to the people, instead of preach- 
ing a sermon, "Little children, love one another." I 
think it was the most beautiful sermon he could have 
preached ; for my dear little ones, to love one another is 
the lesson of the life of the Holy Child Jesus. 

S. John died at Ephesus, the last of the holy band of 
Apostles who had been chosen by Jesus Himself. 



CHAPTER IX. 
%ht ^tege of tj^e f^olp €itp^ 

I MUST go back a Kttle in my story, dear children, and 
tell you about the City of Jerusalem, the holy city as it 
was always called. It was between the reigns of Nero and 
Domitian that that happened which had been foretold by 
Moses and the prophets hundreds of years before, and 
Jerusalem, with all its beautiful buildings and its glorious 
temple, was destroyed. 

There was always a Eoman Governor living in Judaea, 
and in the year 66 there was one named Moras, who made 
the people pay very heavy taxes, and they rose up in re- 
bellion against him, and the Governor of Syria marched 
with his army against Jerusalem, but he did not attempt 
to take it, he had too few soldiers for that. In the mean- 
time Simeon, the Bishop of Jerusalem, the successor of 
S. James, escaped with the Christians to Fella, a city in 
the hills, whilst the Jews remained in Jerusalem. 

God showed His goodness to His people in thus taking 
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them out of the dreadful scenes that followed their de- 
parture. I cannot tell you all the horrors of the siege of 
Jerusalem ; outside the walls the enemy were throwing in 
large pieces of rock upon the poor Jews ; and there was 
sickness in almost every house, and no food or drink was 
to be found ; the wretched people too were making war 
upon each other, instead of doing their best to fight against 
the Romans. 

A £;oman General, named Vespasian, was sent to Jeru- 
salem, and just at this time the cruel Nero kiUed himself; 
Vespasian was soon after made emperor, and went back to 
Rome, leaving his son Titus outside the walls of Jerusalem. 

It was the time of the Passover, and Titus tried to make 
peace with the Jews ; they would not hear of it, and then 
the siege began afresh : the sickness spread, the famine 
increased, the glorious temple was burned to the ground, 
and all the people who had taken shelter within its walls 
were put to death. 

Titus had wished to spare the House of God, he was a 
gentle merciful prince, although he was a heathen. 

All the ornaments of the temple, the golden table and 
the candlesticks were taken to Rome, and carried in the 
grand procession with which Vespasian and Titus celebrated 
the great victory they had gained over Jerusalem. 

Vespasian was succeeded by his son Titus, and the 
Christians were allowed to worship God as they pleased 
during the reigns of both father and son ; but when Titus 
died, his brother Domitian began one of those dreadful 
persecutions which have made the names of some of the 
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Broman emperors fearful to all times. You have already 
read in the last chapter how he persecuted S. John. Dear 
children, when we read as we have read, and shall read in 
this little book about the sufferings of the soldiers of the 
Wonderful Kingdom, I think we ought to thank God that 
He has let us live in times like these, when we can go to 
Church and say our prayers, and kneel before the holy 
altar with no fear of fierce lions or raging flames in our 
minds. 

The Christians in those early days had no Churches ; 
underneath the city of Rome there were caves or cata- 
combs, in which they used to hide, 9.nd there very early 
in the morning they used to meet and ask God to help 
them, and worship Him in His most holy feast. Some- 
times if we would think of this, I say, the thought must 
make us thankful for the mercies and the blessings that 
God has given us. 



CHAPTER X. 
C&e &amt anb tffg Hioiuf. 

Did you ever read in the holy gospel, dear children, how 
onr dear Lokd once took into His Sacred Arms a little 
child, and set him in the midst of His apostles, when they 
were disputing which of them shoold he the greatest, and 
bade them he meek and humble as one of God's own little 
ones ought to be ? It must have been a great honour to 
that boy thus to have been taken up in the arms of Jesus 
and thus to be spoken of by the Loed of all purity. "We 
feel that we should like to hear something more of him. 



we wonder perhaps sometimes what happened to him when 
he grew up to he a man. 

I am going to tell you this, hut I must first tell you 
that the Emperor Nerva, who you rememher recalled S. 
John from his exile in the island of Patmos, only reigned 
a very short time, and the next emperor was named 
Trajan. 

He was a very good man, he tried to do his hest for his 
people, hut he was not a Christian, he did not helieve in 
God or in Jesus Christ, and although he did not try to 
find out who were Christians so that he might put them 
to death as Nero and Domitian had done, directly he was 
certain that any one had refused to sacrifice to the hea- 
then gods he ordered them at once to he killed. 

There was in the City of Antioch, that city of which we 
read in the Acts of the Holy Apostles, that there the dis- 
ciples were first called Christians, a hishop, named Igna- 
tius, he had another name besides this, it was Theophorus, 
which means " one carried by God." Now can you guess 
who Ignatius was ? he was that same little child who had 
been carried long years before in the Arms of the Holy 
Jesus. 

He had been a pupil of S. John, and his life was so 
good and holy that he converted numbers of heathen to 
the true faith, and the fame of the bishop and of the 
Christians of Antioch, reached the ears of Trajan. After 
a time when he was going to war with the king of some 
distant country he passed through Antioch, and sent for 
the bishop to come into his presence. 
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Ignatius was very glad of this, he was brave and cou- 
rageous, and he had intended seeing the emperor if he 
could, because he thought he might induce him to leave off 
persecuting the Christians. 

Trajan received him very scornfully and asked him why 
he was called Theophorus ? " Because I bear Christ in 
my heart," was the answer. 

" Are you speaking," said Trajan, " of Him Who was 
crucified imder Pontius Pilate ?" 

" Of Him," answered Ignatius, " Who crucified my sins, 
of Jesus Christ the only Son of God, Whose kingdom be 
my portion." 

Then Trajan ordered that the bishop should be bound in 
chains, and carried by the soldiers to Rome, and there be 
thrown to the wild beasts for the amusement of the people. 

When Ignatius heard this he fell on his knees and 
thanked God for letting him thus suffer with His own 
chosen saints. 

Then they put him into chains, and carried him to the 
nearest sea-port, and during his voyage his enemies tor- 
tured him in every way they could think of. He was a 
very old man ; you would have thought they would have 
had some respect for his age and his goodness, but those 
Roman soldiers were a hard cruel set of men, fearing not 
God nor man. 

They came to a sea-port town called Smyrna, not far 
from Ephesus, and the old bishop of Ephesus, whose name 
was Polycarp, and who, like Ignatius, had been a dear 
friend of S. John, came to see the captive in his chains. 

Very precious must have been those few moments when 



%fft &aint anil tftt HioitiS. 39 

the pupils of S. John talked of the meeting that could not 
be far oflF for either of them, the meeting on the other 
shore with the Master they had loved so dearly. 

S. Polycarp went back to Ephesus ; S. Ignatius pursued 
the weary journey to Bome. He reached it at last on a 
dark December day, and five days before the Christmas 
Eeast, he stood in the amphitheatre to die. I have told 
you before that an amphitheatre was like a great circus, and 
now it was filled from top to bottom ; old and young had 
come there to see the Christian bishop torn to pieces by 
savage Uons. 

There were eager eyes waiting to catch the first glimpse 
of the fierce beasts, but I don't suppose there was any 
sorrow or compassion in one heathen heart for that dear 
old man who stood there so majestic and so calm. 

Behind an iron grating the low growls of the lions could 
be heard ; they had not had any food for many hours, they 
were half mad with hunger, the gates were thrown open 
at last with an eager furious yell, the savage animals dart 
upon their prey, and the voices of men and women, and 
even little children, join in the hideous chorus: "The 
Christian to the lions I The Christian to the lions !" 

Ah, it was a terrible sight 1 we can hardly believe that 
such things could be. Bemember, dear children, that 
these people did not confess the name of Jestjs, and love 
for their brethren had no place in their hearts. 

It did not last long ; a few minutes more and only a 
few bones and a little blood showed the place where he 
who had been " carried of Gk)D" as a little child had laid 
down his saintly life. 



CHAPTER XI. 

31 (Dooti iFtibap long (ong ago. 

After Trajan's death, his nephew Hadrian reigned, and 
he did not persecute the Christians verj much, there were 
not many martyrs during his rule. I will tell you of one : 
there was a pious widow named Symphorosa, who had 
aevea sons, her husband had died a martyr's death, and 
every day she knelt at bis tomb and taught her diildren 
to pray to the Ix)bd Jesus. 
The emperor was building a beautiftil new palace near 
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the place where Symphorosa and her little boys knelt, and 
the sight of any one praying to the Christian's God made 
him so angry that he ordered her to offer sacrifices to 
tl\e false gods of the Romans ; she would not do this, and 
a stone was tied round her neck and she was thrown into 
the river Tiber. 

Her boys, too, refused to deny Christ, and the brave 
lads went to the father and mother who were waiting and 
watching for them in God's own Paradise. 

The next persecutor of the Christians was Marcus Aure- 
lius. I will tell you about a Good Priday long long ago, 
when this very Marcus Aurelius was emperor of Rome, 
and when S. Polycarp, the aged bishop of Ephesus, was 
led out to die. It was a great many years, - somewhere 
about sixty, I think, since S. Ignatius had been thrown 
to the lions, and Polycarp had waited on, doing GtOd's 
work, and praying that in His own good time the dear 
LoBD would send His angel to take him home. 

On Good Friday, in the year 167, he had gone away 
jfrom the bustle of the city to a quiet house, to pray for 
all the Churches that were suffering so much from these 
terrible persecutions, and to ask God to help them in their 
need. 

He was thinking doubtless of that day long years ago, 
when the Lobd of heaven and earth lay hanging, dying, 
bleeding upon that cruel cross. I dare say if any one had 
asked him which day of all days in the year he would like 
to suffer, he would have answered. This day, this Good 
Priday. Suddenly, as he was praying, he heard the sound 
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of horses' hoofs in the court yard below ; the soldiers had 
come to take him to the amphitheatre. 

The B/omans were just going to begin a new war, and 
they thought that by thus persecuting the Christians they 
were sure of victory ; there were games in honour of this 
war going on on that Good Friday, and the Proconsul sat 
in his place prepared to judge the bishop. 

Perhaps he knew how good he was, perhaps his age 
made him sorry for him, certain it is that he did not want 
to condemn him to die, he asked him to deny Cheist, to 
say, "Away with the impious men," meaning the 
Christians. 

Polycarp looked round the theatre, and repeated the 
words, "Away with the impious men." And then he 
spoke again, "Eighty and six years have I served Him," 
he said, " and He hath ever been a good Master to me, 
how then can I blaspheme my King ?" 

" There are beasts in waiting," said the Proconsul. 

" Let there be," said Polycarp, " call for them ; I want 
to pass through suflPering to the kingdom." 

" If you despise the beasts, there is fire." 

" Bring it forth, why dost thou delay ?" 

Then the Proconsul sent forth his herald, blowing a 
great trumpet to proclaim in the amphitheatre : " Poly- 
carp has confessed himself a Christian." Then the people 
shouted that he should be cast into the flames, and very 
quickly the pile of faggots was made ready, and the 
martyr was led to the stake. They were going to nail 
him there, but he would not let them, he said God would 
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give him grace to stand there without their nails. They 
tied him to the wood, and set fire to the faggots, and all 
the time he prayed and thanked God for all His mercies, 
and the fl.ames rose around him to a great height, but they 
only formed an arch above his head; the astonished crowd 
saw the noble form of the saintly bishop standing unhurt 
ii^ the midst of the fire. The people were very impatient 
then, they were afraid lest their victim should escape 
them, and so they sent for the executioner, and a sword 
was run through the bishop's side. 

It was on Easter Eve that S. Polycarp went to his rest, 
went to be with Jesus in Paradise. 



CHAPTER XII. 

^ftt fsttb of tU Cguctg. 

I HAVE told you that the Emperor Marcus Aurelius was 
a good man, although he was not a Christian ; of course 
he could not help seeing all the goodness and gentleness 
of the followers of Jesits, I don't suppose he could help 
admiring the patience with which they suffered, and after 
a time he ceased to persecute them altogether. I will teU 
you what made him change towards them in the way he 
did. He was marching to fight against one of the fierce 
wild nations of Germany, and his whole army lost their 
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way amongst the rocks and the great mountains ; there 
was no food to be had, not a drop of water to quench the 
burning thirst of the poor soldiers ; they all gave themselves 
up for lost, and lay there in that wild dreary place ready 
to die. There were some Christian soldiers in the Roman 
army, and they seeing the distress around them fell on 
their knees and asked Gob to help them. 

All of a sudden there were great dark clouds in the 
heavens, and thh rain began to fall, there was a dreadful 
thunder storm; the enemy fled in terror, whilst the 
Bioman soldiers drank from the streams which God had 
sent in answer to the Christians' prayers, and they 
chased the foe and gained a great victory; and that 
part of the army, to which those Christian soldiers be- 
longed, was always afterwards called the "Thundering 
Legion." 

There was an old Christian bishop, named Fothinus, 
living in the city of Lyons in Gaul. Gaul, dqar children, 
was the name by which France went in those days of 
which I am telling you, and he was one of those who in 
the reign of Marcus Aurelius died a martyr's death. He 
was very old, and very weak, so weak that he could hardly 
walk to the judgment seat ; but he would not deny his 
Lord. The angry crowd rushed upon him, and he was 
beaten with heavy sticks, and then bleeding and faint he 
was taken back to his dark cell in the prison, and there 
he died. 

There were a great many other men and women who 
like the holy S. Fothinus gave up their lives for Jesus' 
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sake, and they are known in the history of the Wonderful 
Kingdom as the Martyrs of Lyons. 

After the death of the Emperor Marcus Aurelius, 
Severus was the first emperor who again persecuted the 
Christians. You must rememher, dear children, that 
Rome then governed all the world, and so what the rulers 
of Rome ordered was law everywhere else. 

I want you to come with me now to Africa, and there 
beneath the scorching sim, to see what those early Chris- 
tians bore for their Savioue's sake. 

In the old city of Carthage there was a young married 
lady, named Perpetua, who was preparing to receive the 
Holy Sacrament of Baptism. People in those days before 
they were baptized, and whilst they were being taught 
the truths of the Christian faith, were called catechumens, 
and Perpetua and a slave called Pelicitas, and four other 
catechumens were thrown into a dark, dreary prison, and 
itold that they must deny their Loed or die. 

It was hard for them, dear children, very hard to hear 
this, for you must remember they had not been baptized, 
the Holt Spibit had not yet come to them to strengthen 
and refresh them, and give them courage. They soon, 
however, found an opportunity of being admitted into the 
Church, and then the fight which had been so hard became 
easy, even joyful. 

Perpetua' s father begged her for the sake of her little 
child to deny her faith ; she would not do it. She dreamed 
a dream one night, she saw a golden ladder reaching from 
earth to heaven, and on each side of it were the instru- 
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ments of torture, with which the heathen used to torture 
the Christian Martyrs in those days. At the top of the 
ladder was a lovely garden, all bright with flowers, and 
the Good Shepherd was waiting for her and her compa- 
nions there. 

The day came when side by side S. Perpetua and her 
fellow-prisoners stood in the great amphitheatre, and they 
were devoured by the fierce lions and the savage bears ; 
but they thought of the sweet garden, and of the Good 
Shepherd waiting for them there, and not a cry or groan 
fell from the Martyrs' lips. 

It was somewhere about this time, too, that there lived 
in the city of Rome a young maiden, named Cecilia. Her 
parents were Christians, and had taught their Uttle girl 
to love and fear God, and when she was quite a child she 
used to carry a book of the Holy Gospels hidden in her 
dress. 

The little one grew up to be a lovely gentle girl, and a 
noble young £/oman, named Valerian, married her. S. 
Cecilia had made a vow to give up her whole life, and all 
her love to God, and although she obeyed the will of her 
parents in marrying Valerian she made him think as she 
did about things, and he who had been a heathen learned 
to love the one true God, and to believe in Jesus Christ ; 
his brother also, who was named Tiburtius, boldly pro- 
fessed the faith of Christ. Valerian and Tiburtius were 
thrown into prison, and their gentleness and meekness 
made the gaoler who had the charge of them believe in 
their religion. The order went forth that all three of 
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them were to be put to death. It was done; and S. 
Cecilia bravely waited until God in His own good time 
should take her away firom all her sorrows. 

She was sent for one winter's day, and ordered to sacri- 
fice to the gods. Of course the Christian lady would not 
do this, her tormentors ordered that she should be taken 
to her own house and thrown into a bath of boiling water, 
but the cruel heat had no power to hurt her ; S. Cecilia 
came out of that terrible bath, just as though she had 
come from a fresh clear refreshing stream. 

An executioner was sent to put her to death by the 
sword, but his hand trembled so that he only hurt her very 
much, he could not kill her. She lived for three dst^s. 
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sufiermg great pain, and all thia time she was singing 
GtOd's praises in her clear, sweet voice. And then at last 
she went to sing the glad song of triumph on the other 
shore. 

Then there was another gentle maiden, at Alexandria 
in Egypt, named Elatherine, who from a little child was 
famous for her great learning, and she gave up all her 
talents to the service of God. She converted some learned 
men to the Christian faith, and one day she was lashed to 
a wheel on which were fastened knives and forks. Qod 
sent lightning from heaven and dashed the wheel to pieces, 
and then the martyr's head was severed from her body. 



n 
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Those pretty fireworks called Katherine wheels take their 
name from this saint. 

Dear children, you especially who cry at the smallest 
pain, will you ask God to help you to bear things as those 
holy men and women of old did ? 

It is said that " the blood of the Martyrs is the seed of 
the Church." This means that out of all those suflferings 
the Wonderful Kingdom grew, and became great and 
powerful, and spread over all the world. 



CHAPTER XIII. 
%f\t S^ttb of ttt Cfiuvtff, 

CONTINTJEI). 

Tou will read for yourselves when you are older, in the 
great histories of the Church that have heen written, that 
there were ten different persecutions of the Christians, 
that is, that ten different Emperors of Borne harassed 
the followers of the Lord more or less. 

I cannot tell you all ahout these persecutions in this 
book, dear children : after the death of Severus, the 
Christians had peace for twenty years, and even began to 
build churches in which they might worship Gk>D, and at 
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last an emperor, named Decius, sat on the imperial throne, 
and he ordered that all Christians should sacrifice to the 
heathen gods, but Decius was killed in battle after a short 
reign of two years, and a fearful plague broke out in all 
parts of the known world, and the Christians, by the love 
and kindness they showed to the sick, won many a soul 
to Jesus. 

I will tell you about a holy Bishop of Carthage, named 
Cyprian, who used to walk through the streets of the city, 
and nurse the poor things who were struck down by that 
terrible plague ; he did not mind whether they were hea- 
thens or Christians, he was just as merciful and as tender 
to one as to the other. 

But notwithstanding this he was called to appear before 
the Proconsul, or representative of the Emperor, and he 
spoke these brave words, " I am a Christian and a Bishop. 
I know no other god than the true God alone. Who made 
heaven and earth, and the sea, and all that they contain. 
He is the God Whom we serve, and to Whom we pray, 
day and night, for ourselves, and for all other men, even 
for emperors." 

He was sent into banishment, and whilst there he had 
a vision, he was told by an angel that he should die a 
martyr's death. 

His friends entreated him to hide himself, he did so for a 
little time, but he longed to see his own people once more, 
and so he went back to Carthage, to wait until God should 
will that he should lay down his life for his faith ; he had 
not to wait very long, the ofS.cers appeared before his 
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house, to carry him to the governor, and S. Cyprian went 
with them cheerfully, for he knew that the troubles of his 
life were nearly at an end now/ 

The governor sent him back to his house for the night, 
and all through the long dark hours the people who loved 
him so well watched before the doors, and prayed for him ; 
he, always unselfish, sent word to the crowd to take 
especial care of the young children who were amongst the 
watchers. 

When the morning dawned S. Cyprian once more stood 
before his judges, and after boldly confessing his faith was 
condemned to die. 

"Thanks be to God," he said, when he heard his sen- 
tence. 

He was led out into the country, and there put to death ; 
the cruel sword sent the good archbishop to join the noble 
army of martyrs. 

There were two Bishops of Rome, one named S. Stephen, 
and the other S. Sixtus, who were martyrs at this time. 

It was on a bright August day, that S. Sixtus was led 
to his death, and by his side walked a young deacon named 
Laurence, praying that he might die with his master. 
Sixtus bade him be patient, and told him that in three 
days he should follow him. So for three days S. Laurence 
waited. I will tell you how he spent his time, how he 
got ready to follow the master who had won the martyr's 
crown. He assembled the poor, and divided amongst 
them the riches and treasures of the Church which had 
been given to him to take care of, and when the Prefect 
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of Kome sent for him and bade him give up these things, 
he asked him to come with him to the church door, and 
pointing to the poor, and the widows, and the orphans 
who stood there, he said, " Take these ; these are the trea- 
sures of the Church." The Prefect was so angry at this, 
that he ordered that S. Laurence should die at once. 

It was a dreadful death by which the young deacon glo- 
rified God. He was placed upon an iron frame, in shape 
like a gridiron, and on this he was roasted alive. We 
could hardly bear to think of such sufferings, dear chil- 
dren, could we, if we did not remember the glory to which 
they led ? 

Valerian was the Emperor of Kome at this time. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

3 JIBratie ]Bsp ana dSttl* 

There lived in Cappadocia, in Asia Minor, in these trou- 
bled days a little boy whose name was Cjiil. 

The child's father and mother were heathens, but the 
boy had heard of the holy Child Jebtjs. and God put it 
into his heart to ask those Christians of Cappadocia to 
teach him all that a little child of the Good Shepherd 
ought to know. 

His father and mother and all his friends were very 
angry when they heard what the boy had done, and th^ 
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tried hard to make him say that he did not believe in God, 
but Cyril would not tell a lie ; he was dutiful and obedi- 
ent, but he knew that he must confess his faith, even at 
the risk of his parents' anger. His father turned him out 
of his house, and he was taiken before the judge, who was 
sorry for him, because he was such a little boy, so young 
and bright, and innocent. "My child," he said, "I will 
forgive you, and so will your father, if you will only 
say that you are not a Christian ; but if you persist in 
confessing God your father will turn you out of his 
house." 

Then Cyril said his prayers, and looking fearlessly at 
the judge, he answered, " If my father turns me out of 
his house, God will open another house for me, one all 
ceiled and studded with gold and precious stones ; I do 
not mind being poor here, that I may be rich in my hea- 
venly Father's Home." They showed him a fire into 
which they told him he should be thrown if he would not 
do what the judge required of him, and then they led him 
back to the hall of judgment. 

"Now," said the judge, "be a good boy, and go back 
to your father's house." 

And Cyril answered, " Oh why did you bring me away 
from the fire ? I wanted to be thrown into it, and to go 
to God." 

Those who stood round the child, even the hard stern 
soldiers, could not help crying at his words ; he bade them 
dry their tears, he told them they did not know the glory 
to which he was going, and then the boy martyr ran to 
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the stake and died, because he loved Jesijs better than 
anything else on earth. 

It is a wonderful story, is it not, dear children, this 
story of S. Cyril ? it makes ns all, grown up people and 
little boys and girls, ashamed of our impatience at a little 
pain, at the prick of a pin perhaps, or some such thing. 
I think if we would sometimes think of the brave S. Cyril, 
we should learn to be patient, and patience is one of the 
ways which leads to heaven. 

And now I will tell you about a little girl who was 
every bit as brave as S. Cyril, and you know girls are 
sometimes supposed to be cowards, so that it seems almost 
more wonderful to hear a story of a girl-martyr, than of 
a boy-martyr, but if you think of it, dear children, it is 
not wonderful at all, because both prayed the same prayers, 
and both received the same help, the help of Jesus, the 
Spirit of Strength from the Holy Ghost, and old and 
young, and men and women, and little children, can do 
all things, even the things that seem most impossible 
when they trust in God, and ask Him to send His angels 
to succour and defend them through whatever trials they 
may pass. S. Agnes was a little Roman maiden, twelve 
years old, who had learned to love God, and she was 
brought before the judge and ordered to burn incense to 
the idols. 

Those about her thought that they saw her stretch out 
her hand to throw the incense upon the flames, but they 
were mistaken ; she did move her hand, do you know what 
for, dear children ? It was to make the sign of the Cross, 



it was to bring before her mind Jbstjs' sufferings for her, 
and to ask Him to help her to bear all that might come 
upon her for His sake. 

And He did help her, she went forth to die, brave and 
fearless as a soldier would have been, and her head was 
struck off at a blow, and she too went to wait with the 
young S. Cyril, and many another Child-Martyr before 
the golden altar. 



CHAPTER XV. 

a C^Wfttt about doIbjccD. 

After the death of Valerian, there were several emperora 
upon the Imperial throne, who reigned for a short time, 
and most of them persecuted the Christians, but I must 
not stop to tell you about each of these, but pass on 
to the reign of the Emperor Diocletian, in whose time 
began the most dreadful, and last persecution of the 
soldiers and servants of the Wonderful Kingdom. At the 
b^inning of his reign, Diocletian did not show any very 



great hatred to the Christians, and many of the officers 
about the court believed in the one true God. 

The Empire of Biome extended over all the world, and 
Diocletian, finding that he could not govern his vast domi- 
nions properly, made Maximian joint emperor, and sent 
him into Graul, or as we now caU. it France. 

At a place which was then called Octodurus, but which 
is now known as Martigny, he ordered a legion of his 
army, (which means a regiment,) to hunt out the Chris- 
tians who lived there and put them all to death. This 
legion, which was called the Theban legion, was made up 
of soldiers who were every one of them Christians. Just 
think what a terrible order this must have been for them 
to receive, and yet they knew that if they did not obey 
they would in all probability be put to death. What was 
to be done ? 

Then they did what we must aU do, dear children, in 
times of trouble, they asked God to help them, and S. 
Maurice, S. Candidus, and S. Exuperius, three officers of 
the legion stood out and bravely refused to do what was 
required of them. 

Maximian ordered that every tenth man amongst them 
should be put to death. He thought that this would 
frighten the others and make them submit ; he was very 
much mistaken. His orders were executed, every tenth 
man came forward and died as a Christian soldier should 
die. Meanwhile the others stood firm, and persisted in 
their refusal. Then Maximian in his rage ordered a body 
of troops to march against that brave Theban legion, and 
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in one da^ six thousand martyrs laid down their axmour 
and went to their rest. 

There was a Christian soldier named Victor, who used 
to go to the prisons of Marseilles, in Gaul, and speak of 
Jbsus to those poor captives, and tell them that if they 
believed in Him they would find pardon and peace. 
Victor was carried before Maximian, and placed upon the 
rack; that was an instrument of torture upon which 
prisoners were laid to make them confess their wrong 
doing ; hut Victor would not deny his Master. He had 
a vision in which Jesits hade him su£fer patiently, and he 
went hack to his dreary prison, and his patience converted 
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the guards who were appointed to watch him, and they 
were baptized in the bright blue waters of the Mediter- 
ranean Sea, and Victor was their godfather. 

They were put to death the next day ; but Victor was 
once more made to stand before the emperor, and when 
he was ordered to offer incense to the false god Jupiter, 
he went up to the altar and kicked it over with his foot. 

His foot was cut off, and his arms were ground in a 
mill, and still he lived ; and at last he was beheaded, and 
a voice sounded from heaven and said, " Thou hast con- 
quered, blessed Victor, thou hast conquered." 

I dare say S. Victor had fought a great many battles, 
and done a great many brave things, but no victory had 
been so glorious as the battle he won for Cheist on that 
day when he bore the torments of the rack rather than 
deny his Loed. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 
iDur balttUv ibaintu, 

Diocletian and Maximian now took two Caesars to 
help them in the govemment. Diocletian chose Constan- 
tiua Chlorus, a very amiable prince, and Maxinaian took 
Qalerius, a rery wicked cruel man indeed ; it was then 
that the terrible persecution began, which is called by 
some writers of Church History, the ninth, and by others 
the tenth persecution ; it was then that the Christians 
suffered more than they had ever suffered before. 
An edict, or an order, was sent out &om Home to the 
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whole world, ordering all the Churches to he hurnt, and 
commanding every Christian to sacrifice to the heathen 
gods. Everywhere there was sorrow and trouble, every- 
where the servants of the Great Kingdom had to suflfer 
for their Loed's sake. I cannot in this short space tell 
you all about those fearful days that came upon the 
Church, but I will tell you about some more brave soldiers 
who gave up their lives for the faith. I dare say you had 
never heard about the brave men of whom I told you in 
the last chapter ; but you will I think know the names of 
those two soldiers about whom I am going to tell you 
now, S. Alban and S. George, both of them our own 
soldier saints. 

I have not yet told you how the glad tidings of 
the Wonderful Kingdom were brought by the King's 
Messengers to our own country, I mean to the land in 
which we live, you must have a little patience, dear chil- 
dren, whilst I tell you this, and then I will go on to the 
story of S. Alban, who is always called the Proto-Martyr 
of Britain. 

Do you remember that I told you that it was said that 
the holy Apostle S. Simon suffered martyrdom on British 
ground ? Well, we are not sure of this ; but we are almost 
sure that S. Paul himself, the great Apostle of the Gen- 
tiles, first preached Chbist to the wild rude people of 
Britain, as England was then called ; we know that in the 
yery early days of the Church there were British bishops 
and British priests, and at last the kingdom was con- 
quered by the Bomans, and at the time of the persecution 
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under Diocletian there was a British martyr, S. Alban, our 
own Proto-Martyr ; he was to the British Church what 
S. Stephen was to the early Church ; the first whose blood 
flowed on our own shores, because he acknowledged the 
faith of Christ. 

Alban was, as I have told you, a soldier living near 
Verulam in that county which we now call Hertfordshire ; 
he was a Pagan. I dare say he had never heard of the 
true God ; but he was very kind and merciful, and one 
day when a Christian priest asked him to hide him in his 
house for a time, he not only granted his request, but he 
was so struck by the holy blameless life of the man he 
had sheltered, that he asked him to teach him this strange 
new faith. 

The Governor of Verulam heard that there was a Chris- 
tian priest in the house of Alban, and he sent his servants 
to seize him. Alban saw them coming, and he put on 
the priest^s cloak over his soldier's dress, and the men 
thought it was he whom they sought. 

They took him to the governor, and then his cloak was 
removed and the mistake discovered. 

Then he was told that he must give up his faith or die. 
Boldly he stood before his judges and confessed himself a 
Christian, a true soldier of the great Captain. He was 
scourged, but that did not shake his faith, and then the 
order went forth that he was to be put to death. 

On his way to the place of execution he had to cross a 
river, which separated the city walls from the hill where 
he was to suffer. 

p 
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He was anxious to die, anxious to win the martyr's 
crown, and he asked God to help him, and the stream 
dried up and let him pass on to the other side. 

It was a lovely spot that had heen chosen as the soldier's 
place of execution ; there were heautiful flowers growing on 
the hill sidCj and the green grass waved in the summer 
breeze, (it was a glad June day,) and all spoke of peace 
and joy and hope. 

The executioner refu3ed to behead him, and threw away 
his sword, and he and S. Alban suffered martyrdom toge- 
ther on that pleasant hill side. 

Soon afterwards a Church was built to mark the place 
where the blood of England's Proto-Martyr had flowed, 
and although that Church was afterwards destroyed, a 
stately abbey was founded there four centuries afterwards, 
and that Abbey is the beautiful Abbey of S. Alban, and 
the town of Verulam is now called S. Alban's. 

Now about S. George. The very name sounds English 
to us, does it not, dear children ? and yet do you know 
S. George was not an English saint at all, although we 
clain^ him as our patron saint. I wonder if you know 
what a patron saint means? A patron means a protec- 
tor, and in the early days of the Church people used to 
choose a saint, and place themselves under his or her pro- 
tection, and take him or her as an example. Nations and 
cities and towns had their patron saints, as well as people, 
and we chose S. George. 

When the edict of Diocletian went forth to the world, 
commanding all Christians to sacrifice to idols, there was 
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in Nicomedia a brave soldier named George, and he tore 
down the order from the walls upon which it was fixed, 
and trampled it beneath his feet, and for this brave deed 
he died a martyr's death. This is all we know about him. 
"All?" I think I hear some of my little friends say, 
" surely not all ; what about the dragon ? who ever heard 
of S. George without the dragon ?" 

Well, I will tell you about this monster, but you must 
remember that it is not a true story, it is only what is 
called a legend, which means something that cannot be 
relied upon, something doubtful. 

The legend tells us that there was in the city of Selene in 
Libya a great dragon, which used to live in a lake, and 
come out from his hiding place and eat up all the sheep 
and lambs. Every day the people of Selene tried to 
satisfy him by oflFering him two sheep, and when there 
were no more sheep to be got, they offered him their 
children. 

The children were taken by lot, and at last the lot fell 
upon the king's daughter ; the poor king offered to give 
up the half of his Idngdom if they would only spare his 
only child ; but the people would not hear of this, tliey loved 
their little ones as dearly as he did, and the lot had fallen 
upon the little princess, and it was but fair that she should 
die. 

So one day the maiden put on her royal robes, and went 
out to meet the dragon. As she drew near the dreadful 
lake she saw a soldier on a beautiful horse, and he stopped 
and asked her why she was crying so bitterly. 
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She told him all about the dragon, and he bade her dry 
her eyes, and told her that he would save her from this 
cruel death. At this moment the monster was seen ap- 
proaching the soldier and the little girl ; the soldier did 
not draw his sword, he only made the sign of the Cross, 
and named the Holy Name of Jesus, and then he went 
forward to where the dragon stood, and he took his lance 
and pinned him to the ground, and he told the princess to 
put her girdle round him, and to lead him into the city. 

The people were very frightened when they saw their 
enemy crawling after the maiden like a dog ; but S. George 
told them how he had conquered the dragon, and the king 
and twenty thousand of his subjects were baptized in one 
day, and S. George cut off the dragon's head. 

Dear children, all legends carry a lesson with them ; do 
you know the lesson that the story of S. George and the 
dragon teaches us? it is this; we by naming the holy 
Name, and asking GtOD to help us, can overcome the mon- 
ster of sin, as S. George overcame the dragon. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

%f)t &torp of a Minttv'a 09^* 

I HATE told you that all over the world the fire of perse- 
cution raged; in Persia and in Egypt, in Oaul and in 
Britain, in Asia and AMca, thouBands of martyrs went to 
their death during the reign of Diocletian. In the year 
304, Diocletian and Maximian. resigned the empire, and 
Galerius hecame emperor of the East, and with him was 
Maxlmian Daia ; and Constantius Chlorus was emperor of 
the West. 

Britain you know was in the West, and this Constantius 
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Chloros died at York in the year 306. He had married a 
British lady named Helena, and their son was Constantino 
the Great, of whom I shall have to tell you something 
more hy-and-hy. 

After a time Maximian again became emperor, and 
Licinius the brother-in-law of Constantino was made a 
CsBsar. 

I am going to tell you now about some more brave soldiers, 
who went to their death by order of this Licinius. He 
went into Cappadocia and he published a decree command- 
ing every Christian to abandon his religion. 

There was in the city of Sebaste a governor whose name 
was Agricola, and quartered there was the Thundering 
Legion. You remember the story of the Thundering 
Legion, do you not ? I told it you in Chapter XII., how 
the Christians prayed for rain, and a storm came, and 
refreshing showers, and ever after those Christian soldiers 
went by the name of the Thundering Legion. 

The commander of the legion was called Lysias, and 
forty soldiers amongst them, all young and brave and 
noble, refused to sacrifice to the false gods of the hea- 
then. 

They told Agricola their determination, and he threw 
them into prison, and there they prayed and sang that 
beautiful psalm of trust and faith, " Whoso dwelleth under 
the defence of the Most High, shall abide under the sha- 
dow of the Almighty." 

Then the dear Loed, for Whom they were so ready to 
suffer, appeared to themi and told them to be brave and 
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strong, and then they would be sure to win the crown of 
victory. 

They prayed one prayer in their dreary prison, they 
asked Ood to let them die together, to go together to the 
better land. 

Again they were taken before the governor to hear their 
sentence. A terrible one it was ; it was winter, the snow 
lay thick upon the ground, the ice was upon the lakes and 
ponds. Agricola ordered that upon one of those frozen 
pools they should spend the night naked ; but in a small 
building near there was to be a bright fire, and a warm 
bath, and any one of those forty soldiers who attempted 
to warm himself should be considered as having renounced 
his faith. Night came, an intensely cold night ; the bright 
moon and the stars gleaming in the wintry sky. 

There on the ice stood the forty martyrs, cold, shivering, 
naked ; and before them within easy reach was the bright 
warm fire glowing in the darkness. 

Soon death came to some of that brave band, they fell 
down asleep upon the ice, and knew no waking save in the 
Paradise of God. The others stood brave and firm, pray- 
ing that they might endure to the end ; praying that all 
of them, all the forty, might together receive the crown. 

One only amongst them all had not strength to endure 
temptation ; one only of them all approached the cheerful 
fire, and warmed his cold stiff limbs in the bath ; one only 
out of those forty brave soldiers lost his crown. 

There was a Pagan soldier guarding the pond, and he 
dreamed a wonderful dream on that winter's night. He 
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saw an angel come down from heaven carrying in his hand 
a bright beautiful crown, he went on bearing these glori- 
ous diadems until he had brought thirty-nine of them, 
and the soldier understood now that they were the crowns 
of the martyrs. He looked in vain for the fortieth, it did 
not come ; an d then he awoke, and saw the poor tempted 
soldier entering the hut where the fire burned. 

There came into his mind a wish. What do you think 
it was ? it was to win the crown which the other had lost. 
He heeded not the cold, he did not care for the pitiless 
wind, if only he could be blessed enough to die for 
Christ's sake. 

He went to Agricola and told him that he was a Chris- 
tian, and then he stood with the others upon the frozen 
pool; he was not baptized, but in those days martyrs 
received the baptism of blood, and so were made heirs of 
the Kingdom of Heaven. 

When morning came some of those soldiers were still 
alive. Agricola ordered their legs and arms to be broken, 
and whilst they were suffering this dreadful torture they 
sang God's praises : *^ Our soul hath escaped out of the 
snare of the fowler ; the snare is broken and we are de- 
livered." And so the forty Martyrs of Sebaste won their 
drown of victory together. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

'€fit patron &ainc of t|^ lAttlt !Sim&* 

I AM now going to tell you a atory of another of the 
saints who lived daring the persecution of I>io<detian. 
We do not know very much about him, most of what I 
have to tell you will be legendary. Tou remember what 
I told you a legend meant, do you not» dear children P 
But I am sure you would be disappointed if in these 
stories about the Wonderful Kingdom you did not hear 
something about S. Nicolas. You all know about him, 
do you not ? He is supposed to put all kinds of good 
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and pretty things into those stockings that you hang up 
somewhere near your bed-side, and in Eussia and Ger- 
many the children believe that he drives about in his 
carriage and pair on the 5th of December, the eve of his 
festival, and inquires of the fathers and mothers how the 
little ones have behaved during the year that has passed, 
and if they have been good he leaves some of his pre- 
sents for them, and if they have been naughty he goes 
away without bestowing upon them any signs of his 
favour. 

S. Nicolas is considered the Patron Saint of children, 
and so of course you want to hear about him. 

All that is really known is that he was Bishop of Myra, 
in Lycia, and he very early showed signs of great zeal and 
piety ; he was always trying to help people who were in 
trouble, but he was so good and so humble that if he ever 
did a deed of kindness he made those who received it at 
his hands promise to say nothing about it. 

He was thrown into prison because he was a. Christian, 
and we cannot be quite certain whether or not he won the 
martyr's crown ; one thing you may be quite sure of, he 
was ready to die the martyr's death had it been God's 
will that he should do so. Those good men who were 
not martyrs in those troubled times were called Confessors, 
for they were ready to confess Cheist even unto death. 

Now I will tell you two or three legends about S. 
Nicolas. 

There was a nobleman who had three daughters ; once 
upon a time they were very rich, and all of a sudden they 
became poor, so poor that their father did not know how 
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they were to live, and he used to sit and weep, and wonder 
what was to hecome of them all. One night he was sit- 
ting alone, his daughters had gone out into the city to try 
and earn some money, and some one came to the window, 
and threw in a handful of gold tied up in a pocket-hand- 
kerchief. Oh how glad the nobleman was when he saw 
the bright shining gold pieces ! and he took them up, and 
gave them as a portion to his eldest daughter ; the next 
night the same thing happened, and the nobleman again 
took the money and gave it to his second daughter. 

He could not help thinking that this kind friend would 
come a third time, and he was quite determined to watch 
for his arrival, and find out who he was. He was not dis- 
appointed ; on the third night S. Nicolas (for of course you 
have guessed that it was he) appeared at the window 
with his pocket-handkerchief full of gold ; then the noble- 
man sprang forward and fell at his feet, and thanked him 
for all his goodness ; and the bishop made him faithfully 
promise to tell no one what he had found out. 

After this there was a great famine in the city of Myra ; 
the poor people were starving, and S. Nicolas did not 
know what to give them to eat ; his kind heart bled at 
the sight of all their suflfering. 

There came some ships laden with corn into the harbour, 
and S. Nicolas sent and asked the captains to give him some 
of the wheat, for the relief of his people. They answered 
that they were very sorry that they could not do this, for 
all the com had been measured, and had to be given up 
just as it was into the emperor's store-house. 

Then S. Nicolas told them that if they would give the 
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poor people something to eat, they were sure not to be 
the losers ; he promised them that when they got to Con- 
stantinople they would find just the same quantity of 
wheat as had been given them to put on board their ships. 

And now one more story, the principal one in the 
legends of S. Nicolas> as far as little children are con- 
eemed* I dare say you have often seen pictures of the 
good bishop standing over a tub full of little children. I 
will tell you the meaning of this. 

During that terrible famine, S. Nicolas used to travel 
through the country to try to comfort the poor starving 
people. It happened one day that he went to the house 
of a wicked man who used to steal little children and 
murder them» and give them to his guests to eat. 

Some of the poor little limbs were set before the bishop ; 
he at once found out what the food was^ and he went to a 
tub where the remains of the children were salted down, 
and he said a prayer over them^ and made the holy sign, 
and the little ones all rose up alive and well. 

This, dear children^ is the legend of S. Nicolas and the 
tub, and the moral is, that in the power of the Cross, and 
in the strength of prayer, the saints and servants of Qod 
can do all kinds of wonderful things. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

%fit &totp of tge ^orp Cca00. 

The last and fiercest persecution was at an end; tlie 
blood of tlie martyrs was nerer again to he shed as it had 
been in those early days of the history of the Wonderful 
Kingdom. Galerius, one of the emperors who had been 
most cruel to the Christians, died of a dreadful disease, 
and when he was on his deathbed he thought that all the 
wrong he had done to the followers of Jests was the 
cause of bis suffering, and so he passed a law by which 
the Christians were allowed to worship GtOD as they liked. 
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and then he died ; he had asked those whom he had so 
persecuted to pray for him, and we know that God hears 
the prayers of His faithful people. 

Constantino, the son of Constantius Ohlorus, who you 
rememher I told you had married an English lady named 
Helena, had succeeded his father as emperor, and Maxen- 
tius, the son of the old emperor Maximian, was his great 
enemy. 

Constantino was in Gaul, and he marched with his army 
to the gates of B/ome ; it was a very small army, indeed 
much smaller than that of Maxentius, and Constantino 
was afraid that he could not win the battle. 

Then there came into his mind a thought of the Chris- 
tians' God, and he wondered whether He would be able 
to save him and his army in the hour of danger. 

He raised his eyes to the sky, it was the middle of the 
day, and the sun was shining bright and clear above his 
head ; he could not pray, he did not know how to do that, 
but God saw the wish and the thought that was in his 
heart, and He made His own sign appear in that cloud- 
less sky; and what do you think that sign was, dear 
children ? It was the sign of Jesus, the sign of the Cross. 
There it stood, brighter, far brighter than the sun, and 
round it in letters of gold these words were written : " In 
this sign thou shalt conquer." 

Constantino knew that the Christians loved the cross, 
and he wondered what it all meant ; then he fell asleep, 
and there appeared to him the Figure of Jestjs Christ 
carrying His croiis, and He told him to take it as his 
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standard in battle, and He promised him that so long as he 
fought under that banner of the cross he should be safe 
from his enemies. 

When Oonstantine awoke, he ordered a cross like the 
one he had seen in the sky to be made of gold and pre- 
cious stones, and ever afterwards it was carried before him 
when he went to battle. 

He won a victory over Maxentius, who was drowned in 
the river Tiber, and Constantino the Great became the 
first Christian emperor, and by an edict or order, which 
was called the Edict of Milan, it became unlawful for any 
one to persecute the Christians. 

The Empress Helena, Constantino's mother, was a 
Christian, and long years after Constantino's conversion 
she went to Jerusalem to try and find the real Cross upon 
which our dear Lobd died. 

There was a heathen temple built upon the place where 
the tomb of Jesus had stood, and it was the custom 
always to bury the crosses upon which criminals had 
hung ; but Helena was determined to find the Cross of 
Jesus. 

She set some men to work, to dig down very deep into 
the earth, and after digging for a long time they came to 
three crosses, and at the head of one of them there was 
that inscription which Pilate had caused to be written : 
" Jesus, the King of the Jews." But there were those 
who said it was not the true cross, and the bishop of 
Jerusalem advised that all three crosses should be car- 
ried to a sick lady in the city, and directly she touched 
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that one upon which Jesus had died, she became quite 
well. 

Then Helena sent part of this treasure which she had 
found to Constantino, and she carried some of it to E/ome, 
and placed it in a church built by herself j and called the 
Church of the Holy Cross ; but the greater part of it was 
kept in a case at Jerusalem, and Constantino built a beau- 
tiful church where the holy sepulchre had stood, and 
another church near it in honour of the Resurrection. 

And in the year 335 the cross was held up before the 
people, who fell down and worshipped it ; not the wood 
of the cross, dear children, it was not that they wor- 
shipped ; but they thought of Him Who had hung bleed- 
ing and dying there, and so they fell on their knees and 
thanked God for the salvation that had come to the 
world through the cross. Once more after this the cross 
was carried on high before the people. I will tell you 
how this was. 

Three hundred years had passed away, and the Persians 
marched against Jerusalem, and carried away the precious 
Cross. 

After a time the king of Persia made peace with the 
emperor of Rome, whose name was Heraclius, and one of 
the conditions of peace was that the cross should be given 
back. 

Heraclius himself carried it up the steep mountain 
where Jesus had borne it on His sacred Shoulders, more 
than six hundred years before. He was dressed in his 
imperial robes, all covered with gold and precious stones, 
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but the bishop of Jerusalem bade him think of the poverty 
and humility of Jesus, and then Heraclius took off his 
rich clothes and his shoes, and clad in poor garments and 
bare-footed, he walked up the hill of sorrow, carrying with 
him the cross upon which Jesus had died. 

Dear children, when you see the cross, wherever it may 
be, does it bring to your minds the thought of the suffer- 
ings of Jesus ? does it make you gentle and humble and 
patient as He was ? This is what it ought to do, this is 
why we love the cross, and why we cannot bear to see it 
dragged into common use, made an ornament of, as it too 
often is. 

I dare say many of you have little crosses which you 
wear round your necks ; I think it would be a very good 
thing if when you put them on you would say a little 
prayer, and ask God to help you to bear things patiently 
because of all that Jesus suffered for you. 



a 



CHAPTER XX. 
£)ur CBurcg'0 Cm04 

PoR more than three hundred years the Christians had 
been persecuted, and now in the reign of Constantino the 
Great they were, as I have told you, at peace. They could 
go to Church and receive the Blessed Sacrament, and say 
their prayers, and their children could be baptized and 
confirmed, and the priests could give absolution : all this 
could be done in public without any fear that fierce soldiers 
would come upon them and carry them off to their death. 
I dare say they were very happy in those days ; I dare say 
they sang glad hymns of praise to GrOD for all the mercies 
He had sent them ; but, dear children, you know I told 
you in the first chapter of this book that the Church 
on earth was a fighting Church, and it does not seem as if 
peace and quietness ought to belong to her. Sorrow and 
suffering belonged to Jesus, the Great King, and sorrow 
and suffering must come to the subjects of the Wonderful 
Kingdom. 



In the days of the Apostles we read in the Acts of the 
Apostles, that there were disputes which had to be settled 
by a council or assembly of the Church ; and now when 
all seemed so peaceful there camer a new trouble to the 
followers of the Lobd. A man named Arius, in the city 
of Alexandria, dared to deny that Jestjs was the Incarnate 
God. There were a great many people who believed what 
this bad man said, and the heresy (that is what wrong 
thoughts about the things of God are called) spread far 
and wide. 

Then the Emperor Constantino called a council of all 
the bishops of the Church, at Nice, in Bithynia; three 

■ 

hundred and eighteen of them met, and they drew up a 
Creed, that is, they put together, as shortly as they could, 
all that Christians ought to believe. And those words 
that God helped the bishops of the Council of Nice to 
frame have come down to us. More than fifteen hundred 
years have passed since that time, and in Church when- 
ever we are present at the celebration of the Blessed 
Sacrament, we say or sing the Nicene Creed ; that creed, 
you know, which begins " I believe in one God the Pathbr 
Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth, and of all things 
visible and invisible," and we bow low when we speak of 
Him Who was Incarnate, just as those bishops bowed low 
when they spoke those words which have been the belief 
of the Church from the beginning, and which will be her 
belief to the end. 



OHAPTEE XXI. 
•€tt &oIbfec anb tgt HBtQsat, 

After this Council of Nice there were a great many 
other councils held, to make laws for ruling the Wonderful 
Kingdom ; hut you are not old enough yet, dear children, 
to understand all ahout these things ; we read of persecu- 
tions in Persia and in Egypt, and of martyrs who laid 
down their lives hecause they would not say that they 
believed in tiie false doctrines of Arius ; and we hear of 
a great saint, named Athanasius, who suffered greatly 
for the Eaith of Christ, and who was ohliged to live in 
the Egyptian tombs to hide from his persecutors. He 
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was Bishop of Alexandria, and he did more than any one 
else ever did to convert people from the heresy of Arius to 
the true faith. Five times he was sent into exile, and 
then he was recalled, and died peacefully amongst his 
own flock, in his own city. 

There were a great many saints of God at this time, 
about whom I will tell you a little. There was S. Martin, 
who was born on the borders of Hungary, and whose 
parents were Pagans ; they went to live after a time at 
Pavia, in Italy, and the little boy Martin, when he was 
only ten years old, became a catechumen ; he wanted to 
hear more about God, and about Jesus, and to be baptized, 
and he led a very holy life, and when he grew up and be- 
came a soldier, he was still a catechumen, and he went 
into Prance with the army ; and one winter's day when it 
was so cold that many a poor creature died from the eflfects 
of the bitter weather, he was passing through the town 
of Amiens, and a beggar passed by with hardly any clothes 
on, and he begged those gay young soldiers to help him. 
They laughed, and passed on. Martin had already 
given away all the money he had, nothing was left him 
but his soldier's cloak and his armour, but he could not 
bear to see that poor man shivering and looking so 
miserable, so he took his sword and cut his cloak in two, 
and gave half to the beggar. 

Next night he had a dream, he saw Jesus standing by 
his side in the cloak which he had given to the poor man, 
and he heard Him say, " Martin, yet but a catechumen, 
hath clothed Me in this garment." 
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After this he was haptized, and he left the army, and 
he went to be taught all the duties of the Christian faith 
by S. Hilary, Bishop of Poictiers, a very holy man. In 
time S. Martin became Bishop of Tours, and he is called 
the Apostle of Gaul, because of aU the good works that 
he did for the Church in Gaul. 

Do you know, dear children, the lesson that the story 
of S. Martin and the beggar teaches us ? It tells us that 
any deed of kindness done to the poor, is done to our dear 
LoBD Himself. In His own Most Holy Gospel we read 
these words : " Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of 
the least of these My brethren, ye have done it unto Me.** 



OHAFTER XXII. 

%f)t apofttle of Scelanb* 

ToiT know I told you that S. George was the Patron 
Saint of England, and S. Nicolas of little Children. The 
Scotch people take the holy Apostle S. Andrew as their 
Patron Saint, and Wales has the good Bishop S. David. 
Ireland has S. Patrick, who is called the Apostle of 
Ireland, and who lived ahout the same time as S. Martin 
of Tours. S. Patrick's story is one which I think you 
will like. 

He was horn in France, near that town which we 
now call Boulogne, and when he was quite a boy some 
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pirates — (you know what pirates are, do you not ? they are 
sea-robbers, people who go about in ships to try to seize 
other ships, and do all the mischief on land that they 
can) — well, a band of these pirates carried Patrick away 
from his home to their own country of Ireland, and 
sold him as a slave to a man named Milcho. The boy 
had not thought much about God and religion when 
he was at home with his father and mother, he was a 
thoughtless, careless, happy youth then ; but now whilst 
he sat alone upon the hill-side, tending his master's 
sheep, God put holy thoughts into his head, and in the 
cold dark winter days, amid the rain, and the frost, and 
the snow, he used to get up at day-break and say his 
prayers, and sing hymns of praise. 

He had been a slave for six years, and one night as he 
slept he heard a voice telling him to escape, that a ship 
was ready for him on the sea shore which would take him 
to Prance. 

He went and found the vessel; at first the captain 
refused to take him, but afterwards he changed his mind, 
and in three days S. Patrick once more stood on the 
shores of Prance ; but he had a long long way to walk 
before he could reach his home, and on the way through 
the wild country he and the sailors who were travelling 
with him were nearly starved, then S. Patrick prayed 
to God, and some pigs appeared in the brushwood, and 
they killed them and ate the meat ; afterwards they came 
upon some wild honey, and they knew that the Chris- 
tians' God had sent it to them, and they thanked 
for His mercy. 
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One night when S. Patrick was lying on his bed in 
his father's house, he again heard a voice which said 
in the Irish language, "We beseech thee, holy boy, to 
come and walk with us still." He seems to have under- 
stood from this that Oob willed that he should go and 
preach to the people of the country where he had been a 
captive, and he went to Tours, where S. Martin, (of 
whom I told you in the last chapter) lived, and who it 
is said was S. Patrick's uncle ; afterwards he was in Bome, 
and the Bishop of Bome sent him to Ireland, and at 
Evreux, a place in Prance, he was consecrated bishop, 
and then continued his journey. 

I cannot tell you all he did for Ireland, or how many 
souls he converted, and how many people he baptized; 
but I must just find space for one little story about his 
preaching to the wild people. 

He was standing at the top of a hill, trying to explain 
to them the mystery of the Holy Trinity, of the Three 
Persons in One God, and he stooped down and picked 
a little piece of shamrock, and showed his hearers the 
three leaves growing out of the one stalk, each just as 
perfect, just as beautiful as the other ; and he told them 
that that little leaf was an emblem of the Blessed Trinity ; 
and they believed his words, and now-a-days the Irish 
people love that little simple leaf, because of S. Patrick's 
teaching. 

He lived to be a very old man, and he built a beau- 
tiful Cathedral at Armagh, and was indeed in all things 
" The Apostle of Ireland." 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 

%ftt 2ln^tt to a S^otttt'a j^tapttfi, 

Tov know what a beautiful hymn of praise that is, dear 
children, that we sing in Church, and which begins : " We 
praise Thee. O God." Its Latin name, and the name 
by which it is g^ierally called, is Te Deum laudamus, which 
means, We praise Thee, O God. Well, in this chapter I 
am going to tell you when this hymn was first sung ; it 
seems to me a beautiful thought that we every day in our 
Churches, are singing the hymns that were sung all those 
hundreds of years ago. 
The ways and manners and customs of the other king- 
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doms of the world have changed, hut the customs of the 
Wonderful Kingdom have remained the same from the 
very heginning. 

There was horn in Numidia, in Africa, at the time of 
which I am telling you, a little boy who was called Augus- 
tine. He was brought up as a Christian catechumen, but 
he would not be baptized, and he was not a good boy ; he 
gave his mother, who was a holy Christian woman, named 
Monica, a great deal of trouble, and when at last he began 
to believe in false doctrines, she went to a holy bishop and 
begged him to speak to her son. 

He told her to wait and pray, "for," he said, "the son 
of so many tears shall not be lost.'* 

So she did as he bade her, every day she asked God to 
bring her son back to the right path ; and the mother's 
prayer was answered. 

Augustine went to Milan, in Italy, which was then a 
great school of learning, and whilst he was there, as he 
was one day sitting in the garden, he heard a child's voice, 
repeating over and over again, " Take up the book, take 
up the book ;" so he took up a book which he had lately 
been reading, and which he had thrown aside carelessly. 
The book was the New Testament, and the words at which 
he opened it were the words of the holy Apostle S. Paul, 
" Put ye on the Lord Jestjs Christ." 

In that moment the mother's prayers were answered. 
S. Augustine gave up all his life to God, and he went to 
S. Ambrose, the Bishop of Milan, and asked him to pre- 
pare him for the sacrament of baptism. 
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On Easter Eve he was baptized at Milan ; the Church 
was glad with all the joy of the B/esurrection Eeast, round 
the altar lamps were burning, and the whole scene was 
one of singular beauty, and from the glad hearts of S. 
Ambrose and S. Augustine, broke out that hymn of praise 
which we sing now, that glorious Te Deum which we hear 
so often, and in which we and all the whole Church thank 
God for all His mercies, and acknowledge Him to be the 
LoED. S. Augustine afterwards became one of the greatest 
and most learned saints of the Church. 

He and his mother, S. Monica, went back to Africa, 
and on the journey home, S. Monica died, thankful that 
she had lived to see her son a faithful servant of God. 

S. Augustine afterwards became Bishop of Hippo, in 
Africa. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

0n <£mt>ecoE'0 penance. 

Thebe had been troubles in Borne since the days of Con- 
stantine the Great; some nations firom the north of 
Europe made war upon the southern nations, and at last 
Valentinian, who was Emperor at this time, sent for 
Theodosius, a very brave general, from Spain, and made 
him Emperor of the East. Theodosius was only a cate- 
chumen, but he was soon afterwards baptized, and except 
for one wrong deed which he did, he was one of the best 
Emperors who ever sat upon the imperial throne. 
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I will tell you what this dark deed was. The people of 
Thessalonica rebelled against him, and murdered some of 
their officers. S. Ambrose, the good Bishop of Milan, 
asked Theodosius to forgive them, and he promised to do 
so ; but one of his courtiers persuaded him to break his 
word, and seven thousand of the Thessalonians were put 
to death in one day. 

When S. Ambrose heard of this he wrote a letter to 
the Emperor, telling him of his great sin, and bidding 
him worship and fall down, and kneel before God, and 
repent of his wicked deed. 

One day Theodosius arrived before the door of the 
Church at Milan, and S. Ambrose went forward to meet 
him, and told him that he was not fit to enter the house 
of God, until he had done penance before all the people 
for his crime. 

For eight long months he was not allowed to receive 
the Blessed Sacrament, and at last one day he was allowed 
to enter the Church, and he fell before the altar and cried 
out, "My soul cleaveth unto the dust, O quicken me, 
according to Thy word." 

There were crowds of people looking on at the strange 
sight of the Emperor weeping before God's altar, and they 
wept and prayed with him, and then S. Ambrose gave him 
absolution, and he was allowed to receive the Blessed 
Sacrament, and his sin was forgiven ; for we know that 
Jesus gave power to His Apostles before He went fronx 
earth to heaven, to pardon and absolve those who truly 
repent, and we know that Theodosius did repent. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Cge ILittle HBvwa Coin. 

One day a good Bishop, named S. Germanus, was passing 
through a town of France, called Nanterre, on hia way to 
Britain. There was a great crowd standing in the church 
porch, for I dare say a great many of the French people 
had never seen a Bishop hefore, and some went there out 
of curiosity, and others were very anxious to he blessed 
by the successor of the Apostles. 

Amongst the crowd stood a little girl, a fair little child ; 
the Bishop's eyes rested upon that sweet little maiden, 
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and he called her to him, and asked her name. ^' Gene- 
vieve/* she answered modestly. Then S. Germanus sent 
for the child's father and mother, and he told them that 
they were very happy in having such a daughter, for that 
some day she would be a great saint, and that she would 
convert a great many people to God. 

Then he took the little girl and her parents with him 
to his lodgings, and he told Genevieve to give herself up 
to God. Afterwards they went back to the Church, and all 
through the service the Bishop held his hand on the little 
girl's head. 

The next morning the child's father again took her to 
the Bishop, and he made her renew her promise of giving 
her life to God. Then he picked up from the ground a 
little brass coin with the sign of the Cross upon it, and 
he bade her bore a hole in it, and wear it round her neck, 
and he told her never to put on any other ornament, and 
then he bade her good-bye, and went on his long journey. 

S. Genevieve went home with her father, and for many 
years she was a little shepherdess, taking care of the 
lambs and sheep on the slope of the hills which sur- 
rounded her home. When she was fifteen years old she 
gave herself to God in the religious life, that is, she for- 
sook the world, and thought only of the things of heaven. 

After the death of her parents she went to Paris, and 
when the Huns, one of those fierce northern nations of 
which I have told you, threatened to take the city, she 
persuaded the people who were preparing to fly to some 
place of safety, to remain where they were, and promised 
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that God would keep them safe, if they would only pray 
to Him. Some of them listened to her words, for they 
knew how good she was, hut others were very angry with 
her, and wanted to stone her and throw her into the river 
Seine ; and just then S. Germanus, who was dying at 
Auxerre, thought of the little girl he had seen all those 
years ago in the Church at Nanterre. He sent a messen^ 
ger to take her his hlessing, and the messenger arrived 
just when S. Genevieve was in peril of her life. When 
the people saw what the holy S. Germanus thought of 
S. Genevieve, they helieved her words; hy her prayers 
Paris was spared, and the fierce Huns did not come 
near it. 

S. Genevieve lived to he a very old woman, and she 
never forgot the promise she had made to the holy Bishop 
when she was a little child, and, hy the help of Gk)D, 
kept pure and true and honest all through her life. 

Dear children, I told you hefore, that when you hang 
your little crosses round your necks, you ought to say a 
prayer, and ask God to help you ; perhaps when you think 
of S. Genevieve it may remind you of this ; it was hut a 
poor little hfass coin that the Bishop gave her, hut it 
brought to her mind what he wished her to do, and so it 
was to her a help and a safeguard. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 
Cge fit^t Zvtffln^^^p of Catttrrbtirp^ 

When I told you the story of the holy Martyr S. Alban, 
dear children, our own soldier saint, you remember, do 
you not ? that I said that very early in the days of the 
Wonderful Kingdom, that is, very soon after the Death 
and Besurrection of our Blessed Lobd, there was a British 
Church, with its Bishops and its Priests. 

In the year 450, when those Northern tribes were trying 
to conquer all the world, some of them came to Britain, 
they were called Saxons, and Angles, and they lived in 
Germany, and were very fierce and cruel. They drove 
most of the people into Scotland or into Wales, and they 
lived in all the other parts of Britain, and as they were 
heathens, the worship of the true God was forbidden, and 
they sacrificed to idols. 

I will tell you a story here about S. Germanus, that 
good Bishop, who gave the little brass coin to S. G^ne- 
vifeve. You know he was on his way to Britain when he 
first saw the child in the porch of the Church at Nanterre, 
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with him was another holy Bishop named Lupus, they 
arrived in our country just when all these troubles were 
coming upon it, and when all the people from the west of 
Britain were travelling into Wales, to get out of the way 
of the invaders. The Bishops joined themselves to the 
army ; it was Lent then, the great spring fast, when we 
think of our dear Lord in the wilderness fasting for our 
sakes, S. Germanus and S. Lupus told the soldiers all 
about this, and all about the love of Jesus, in dying upon 
the Cross for our sakes ; they were baptized at Easter, and 
it so happened that six weeks afterwards, when in the 
mountains and valleys of "Wales, they were keeping the 
feast of Whitsuntide, the Saxons found it out, and thought 
it would be a good opportunity for marching upon them. 
The poor Britons were very frightened when they saw 
the fierce Saxon soldiers in the distance, and they sent for 
the good Bishops, who had taught them, and baptized them, 
and when they came they told them that they were to 
keep quite quiet, and only to speak one single word. 
They gave them the word they were to say, and it was 
this, ** Hallelujah ;" they were to say it three times be- 
cause of the Blessed Trinity. There was a great echo 
in the place where they stood, and as each man's voice 
took up the Hallelujah, it echoed through the valleys and 
the mountains, making so strange a noise that the Saxons 
were very frightened in their turn and fled as fast as they 
could, all helter-skelter, in great confusion, leaving their 
arms behind them on the battle field, which by-the-by was 
called afterwards, " the field of the Germans," or in the 
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Welsh language Noes Garman. Then the Christians fell 
on their knees and shouted, "So let all Thine enemies 
perish, O Lord," and they were yery thankful to God for 
His goodness to them* This battle is called " the battle 
of the Hallelujah." 

All that part of our country which was not Wales, and 
which was now called England, because of the Angles 
who had conquered it, was, as I have told you, given to 
idolatry, and I am going to tell you how these Saxon 
people who had been our enemies were made to know the 
true God. 

There was a priest Uving in Rome about the year 574, 
and he was walking through the market place, and he 
stopped to look at some children, who were more beautiful 
than any he had ever seen. The little children in B/ome 
were dark swarthy boys and girls, but these boys had blue 
eyes and golden hair, and were a great contrast to the 
small dusky Italians. 

The Priest asked where they came from, and he was 
told that they were Angles, brought from their own 
country over the sea to be sold as slaves. 

"Angles?*' answered Gregory, that was the priest's 
name, " they ought to be Angels.^' 

Well, he thought a great deal about these fair English 
boys, he had found out that they were heathens, and there 
came into his heart a great wish to go to that far off land 
of theirs, and tell the people about Jestjs. He could not 
do this, for he was obliged to stay in Home, but years 
afterwards he was made Bishop of Eome, and then he sent 
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a priest named Augustine to preach to the poor ignorant 
Saxons. Augustine and his companions landed in Kent ; 
the S^ing of that part of the country was named Ethelbert, 
and he, although he was a heathen, had married a French 
Princess named Bertha ; so when he heard of the arrival of 
the missionaries he was not angry, as might have been 
expected, for he loved his gentle wife, and saw how good 
her religion made her ; he sent for them to come and speak 
to him, but he said they must not come to Canterbury 
where he lived, but they were to remain in the Isle of 
Thanet, and there the meeting took place. 

Ethelbert sat under an old oak tree, with his wild 
soldiers round him, and up from the sea shore came S. 
Augustine and his companions. A silver crucifix was 
carried before them, and they sang a solemn litany as they 
walked and asked Gob to help them to convert the Saxons. 

Then they told the King why they had taken all this 
long journey from Bome, and he listened to them very 
kindly, and he gave them a house to live in, and after a 
time he made up his mind to be baptized into the Church 
of Chbist. 

On Whitsun Day he became a Christian, and on the next 
Christmas Day ten thousand of his people were signed 
with the sign of Jesus, and received the grace of the Holy 
Spirit. 

S. Augustine then went to Prance, and was consecrated 
a Bishop, and he was the first Archbishop of Canterbury. 
After this all England became Christian, and we hear of 
a great many saints of the English Church. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

Sin <tn9lish spietionatp X5t£iBo|i. 

I TOLD you that S. Augustine and his companions were 
sent to England as Missionaries, that is they were sent to 
teach the Saxon people to believe in Jesus. Now ahout a 
hundred years after S. AugUBtine came to our country. 
Englishmen in their turn went as missionaries to other 
countries, where people did not know the true Qou. There 
was one Englishman, named Willibrord, who went to Fries- 
land, in Germany, and converted a great many of those 
heathen people to the true faith. Very near the city of 
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Exeter, in the year 680, a little boy had been born, named 
Winifred, who very early gave himself up to God, and 
determined to serve Him in His Church, as one of His 
priests. When he grew up he was ordained and took 
the name of Boniface, and then God put the wish into 
his heart to go and join Bishop Willibrord in !Friesland 
as a missionary. 

He had a great many troubles before he got there 
safely; but at last he reached Friesland, and Bishop 
Willibrord, seeing how good he was, tried to make him 
a bishop ; but Boniface did not think himself worthy of 
so great an honour, and he left Friesland and went into 
other parts of Germany, and there made a great many 
converts. 

The Bishop of Borne heard of his wonderful labours 
amongst the fierce heathen people of the mighty German 
forests, and he sent for him to Borne and consecrated 
him a missionary bishop, giving him power to go wher- 
ever he liked, and preach the gospel of Cheist. 

There was an old oak at a place called Fritzlar, which 
was sacred to the heathen god, Thor, the thunderer. 
It was supposed that no one could fell this tree, because 
it belonged to this false god Thor. S. Boniface deter- 
mined to show the people that he whom they worshipped 
had no power ; he took an axe in his hand, and with his 
priests he went out to the oak to cut it down ; the heathen 
stood near to watch what would happen. 

There was a sound as of rushing wind as the bishop 
struck those heavy blows upon the huge tree, a cracking. 
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a tottering, and then the mightjr oak split into four great 
pieces, and the sunlight streamed down upon the head of 
S. Boniface, as though it smiled upon his triimiph. Out 
of the wood of the old tree S. Boniface built a chapel. 

I cannot tell you all the other great things this apostle 
of Germany, as he is called, did for the love of Jesus, 
and how he sent for monks and nuns from England to help 
him in his great work. 

He was getting an old man now, and the great wish 
of his heart was that, if Gron so willed, he might die a 
martyr^s death ; and God was pleased to grant that so it 
might be. 

It was Whitsun Eye, and S. Boniface and his compa- 
nions were encamped on the banks of a river not far from 
a place called Dockum, in Eriesland. Suddenly a noise 
was heard, the tramp of many feet, and the clash of arms, 
and the swords and lances of the advancing soldiers 
glittered from afar in the bright simshine. The Christians 
were preparing to defend themselves when S. Boniface 
begged them not to draw their swords, but wait patiently 
and win the martyr's crown. 

They did as he bade them, the enemy came upon them, 
and killed them, and they died like brave soldiers, ask- 
ing God to have mercy on their souls. When the mur- 
derers drew near 8. Boniface, he took a volume of the 
holy Gospels from his breast, and laid his head upon it, 
and so really resting upon the Words of Jesus, the blow 
came to him, which won for him the martyr's crown, for 
which he had so longed. 



CHAPTEE XXVIII. 

an tnqli6f) Siumt, 

In those days of the Anglo-Saxon Church, as it is called, 
we hear of kings and queens who gave up all their riches 
and grandeur, and serred God as monks and nuns, and 
became poor and humhle for Jesus' sake. 

There was a princess, named Xltheldreda, the daughter 
of a king of the East Angles, she was horn at Exning, a 
little vill^e in Suffolk, and she was baptized hj S. Pauli- 
nus, who was Bishop of York. 
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She wanted to give up all thoughts of earthly love, and 
when her parents insisted upon her marrying a prince, 
named Tonbert, she lived the same holy life of self-denial 
as she had lived before. 

Tonbert died, and S. Etheldreda went and lived in soli- 
tude in the Isle of Ely, thinking only of the^ things that 
belonged to heaven. After a time her brother insisted 
upon her marrying the King of Northumberland, whose 
name was Egfrid. Etheldreda was very unhappy, for 
Egfrid was a very different man to Tonbert; he would 
not let her live as she wished to live, and at last he 
allowed her to go into a convent, but afterwards he 
changed his mind and she heard he was going to carry 
her back by force. 

She ran away from the convent, which was at Colding- 
ham, in Northumberland, and went into Lincolnshire, 
and an old legend says that tired out with her long 
journey she sat down and fell asleep by the roadside, with 
her pilgrim's staff at her head, and when she awoke she 
found it had grown into a shady tree. This is only a 
legend, dear children, a doubtfid story, but it teaches 
us that God always shelters and protects those who trust 
in Him. 

After a long time she arrived in the Isle of Ely, and 
there she spent the rest of her life in prayer and in doing 
good. 

She built a beautiful Abbey, and she gathered round 
her many a holy maiden who wanted to serve GK)D in the 
quiet peaceful life of a nun. 
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Her death was a very painful one ; she had a swelling 
of the throat, which caused her to suffer very much, but 
she never complained or murmured, she said it was a 
just punishment for the pride she used to take in wearing 
necklaces. 



CHAPTEE XXIX. 

dt tge irooc of ttt CtOEi0. 

I HAVE told you of S. Boniface, the great missionaiy, and 
now I am going to tell you of one of the soldiers of the 
"Wonderful Kingdom who wanted to be a missionary ; hut 
QoB had other work for him to do in His Church. 

S. Lambert was made BUhop of Maestricht, in France, 
and when King Childeric II. was assassinated, he was 
driven away, and he spent seven years in a monastery, 
and was as humble and obedient as the meanest servant. 

One night he let his wooden sandal fall upon the 
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ground, and the abbot, (that is the monk who was at the 
head of the monastery,) was yetj angry, and ordered 
whoever had made the noise to go and pray before the 
great eross which stood before the Church door. 

It was a bitter night, the ground was covered with 
snow, and there the bishop knelt for three or four hours 
regardless of the driving Trind and the pitiless frost. 

When the abbot found out who it was he had sent to 
the cross he fell down on his knees and asked the bishop's 
pardon. " God forgive you," answered S. Lambert, " for 
ought I not in cold and nakedness to serve God ?" 

After a time S. Lambert went back to his bishopric, 
and did all he could to spread the faith of Chbist in the 
marshy district which surrounded Maestricht. 

Do you remember how we read in the holy gospel that 
S. John Baptist was beheaded because he found fault with 
King Herod for some sin he had committed ? Well, S. 
Lambert did just the same thing, and Fepin, the powerful 
lord whom he rebuked, was very angry with him, and 
one of his officers determined to put him to death. 

One morning, when the bishop had just said mattins, a 
band of armed men rushed into the palace, and laid hold 
of him ; he grasped his sword and prepared to defend him- 
self, and then he threw it away, and said to his nephews 
and those who stood around him, " If you love me truly, 
love Jestjs Chkist and confess your sins to Him; as for 
me, it is time that I go to live with Him." They were 
the last words he ever spoke, and the holy man who had 
wanted to be a missionary was one of God's own martyrs. 



CHAPTEU XXX. 
a. S0attpK ar(3bt]$]5op* 

You have heard, dear children, how the Saxons inraded 
Britain, and now it was their turn to be invaded by the 
Danes, a brave fearless nation from Denmark. It was in 
the year 1010 that these warriors came over in their ships 
to ^England, and spread trouble all over the land. 

They laid siege to the eity of Canterbury, murdering 
every one who came in their way, not sparing the helpless 
women and the poor little children. 

The Archbishop of Canterbury in those days was S. 
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Alphege, one of the best and holiest axchbishops of whom 
we read. He was very brave and courageous, he put his 
trust in God, and did not fear what man could do to him ; 
and he went out amongst the fierce Danes, and asked 
them to be merciful to his people ; but they would not 
listen to him, they only tortured him, and threw him into 
prison. 

After a time, a fearful plague broke out in the Danish 
army, and then they asked the archbishop to pray for 
them, and the plague was taken away ; he went amongst 
the sick at the risk of his own life. But when the plague 
was over they cast him into prison again, and they would 
not let him come out unless he paid a large sum of 
money ; now S. Alphege could not pay them this money 
himself, for he was very poor, and he knew it would not 
be right to take it from the Church, and he told them 
that God would punish them for their wickedness ; they 
were very angry at his boldness, and they fell upon him 
and stoned him, and one of them struck him with a battle- 
axe and killed him. Like the holy martyrs of old, S. 
Alphege died praying for his murderers, his last words 
were : " Jestj, receive me in peace, and forgive them." 

All the English people were very sorry when they 
heard that the fierce Danes had killed the good archbishop 
who had been so kind to every one, even to his enemies ; 
and the day after the cruel deed had been conmiitted, and 
S. Alphege had died the glorious death of a martyr, his 
body was taken to London with all honour and reverence, 
and there it was met by crowds of mourners, and buried 
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in S. Paul's Oathedral. After some years had passed 
away, Danish Kings ruled England for a time, and one of 
them, whose name was Canute, had a very good wife, 
called Emma ; ;she was very sorry for the cruel deed the 
Danes had committed, and she persuaded Canute to remove 
the body of the murdered archbishop from London to 
Canterbury, where it was laid in a beautiful and costly 
tomb near the high altar of the Cathedral. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

an aEnsH0& Mm. 

I HAVE told you about an English Queen who was a 
great saint, and now I am going to tell you of one of the 
many great and good Kings of the Anglo-Saxon Church, 
S. Edward the Confessor. Two Danish Bangs had been 
Kings of England, and in the year 1041 a S^ucon once 
more reigned, and this Saxon was Edward the Confessor. 
He had been in banishment in Normandy for a great 
many years, and be had made a tow to go on a pilgrimage 
to Rome, to pray at the tombs of the Apostles SS. Peter 
and PauL 



114 &tom» about tge Montierful Hingtom. 

When he became King of England he wished to fulfil 
his vow, but his subjects did not like his going so far 
away, and it was agreed that he was to spend the money 
his journey to Rome would have cost, upon building a 
Church; and what Church do you think he built, dear 
children ? None other than our own beautiful Westmin- 
ster Abbey. 

On the Festival of the Holy Innocents the Sacred Build- 
ing was consecrated ; but S. Edward was too ill to be there, 
his good and gentle Queen Edith was however present. 

A week after that Eestival of the Holy Innocents, he 
went to his rest, bidding his friends not weep but rejoice, 
because he was going to God. He was buried in West- 
minster Abbey, and all England mourned the saintly king, 
who was called the Confessor because of the gentle 
courageous spirit which would have made him bear the 
pains of martyrdom had he lived in the early days of 
the Wonderful Kingdom. 

After Edward the Confessor, Harold, a Saxon Prince, 
was crowned King of England, but he was killed at the 
battle of Hastings, and William of Normandy, whom you 
know as William the Conqueror, reigned over England ; 
he tried to send away all the Saxon Bishops, and put his 
own Norman priests in their place ; some of these Nor- 
mans were very good and learned men, amongst them 
was Lanfranc and S. Anselm; but there were a great 
many quarrels in the English Church at this time, about 
things which would be too hard for you to understand, 
but which you will read for yourselves by~and-by. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

Cge &tatp of &* CSoma0 of Cantttiiucp* 

I DABE say you hare all heard and read somethiog in 
your little history of England about S. Thomas h Becket ; 
but I am not at all sure that you know that this great 
man was a great saint, one who did a great deal of work 
for the Wonderful Kingdom, and died a martyr's death, 
because he loyed the King of that Kingdom better than 
the king of his own country. 

It was in, the reign of Henry II. that we first hear of 
him ; he was very fond of the king, and Henry loved him 
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dearly, and gave him a post of high honour — ^made him 
Lord Chancellor of England. 

Now hefore this, Beeket had been made a deacon, and 
he never seems to have forgotten that he ought to try and 
lead a holy self-denying life, but he does not seem to have 
thought of becoming a priest. 

However, in the year 1161, Theobald, who was then 
Archbishop of Canterbury, died, and Henry determined 
that Thomas k Beeket should be the new archbishop. 
For a whole year, however, nothing was done, and when 
at last the king told the chancellor what he wished, 
S. Thomas cried, and told him he was not fit for the holy 
office; he told him, too, that he must, if he was made 
a bishop of the Church, serve God before he served his 
king. 

Henry was obstinate, the chancellor was ordained priest, 
and soon consecrated Archbishop of Canterbury. 

The words of S. Thomas soon came true, he could not 
obey the king's commands, when he thought that those 
commands did harm to the Church, and he was very soon 
banished — that is sent out of England — and all his friends 
and relations were sent away also. 

Eor a long time he lived very humbly at the Abbey of 
Pontigny, in France ; and at last he once more met King 
Henry, and was allowed to return to Canterbury. 

" I am going to England to die," were the last words 
he said before he sailed for his own country. 

He had been away seven years when on a dark Decem- 
ber day he landed at Sandwich, in Kent, and on Christmas 
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Day he preached his last sermon in Canterbury Cathedral. 
He spoke of the Martyr Archbishop S. Alphege, who I 
told you was murdered by the Danes^ and he told the people 
that there would soon be another martyr in the old city. 

His words very soon came true. Some one repeated to 
the King, who was still in Prance, something that Becket 
had said, and he got very angry, and said what he re- 
pented of all his life, he asked if there was no one who 
would help him to get rid of the Archbishop ? 

Eour knights heard these thoughtless words, and they 
set sail for England, and with a few soldiers they appeared 
before S. Thomas, and asked him to leave the kingdom. 
He told them that he knew what they meant, that they 
had come there to murder him ; and then he went into 
the Church, and he ordered that the door should not be 
closed against his enemies. Then with his clergy he 
chanted the evening service. Whilst he was singing and 
praying, the four knights came in through the open door, 
and the clergy gathered round the Archbishop. They 
tried to force him to escape, but he would not do this ; 
he went boldly forward to meet his murderers, and asked 
them what they wanted ? 

" Your death," was the bold cruel answer. 

" I will not fly away from your swords," said S. Thomas, 
" but in the Name of Gon I order you not to touch any 
of my people." 

Then he went and knelt at the altar, and there they 
killed him. Whilst blow after blow fell upon him, he 
prayed and said, " Lokd Jestjs, receive my spirit." 
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And 80 in his own Cathedral S. Thomas of Canterbury 
died a martyr's death. 

I want to tell you about another English Bishop ^ose 
name waa S. Bichard, and who lived nearly a hundred 
years after S. Thomas of Canterbury ; he was made Bishop 
of Chichester in the reign of Henry III., and the King 
who had wanted a very xmfit person to be elected to the 
see, took away all the money belonging to it, and Bichard 
had no house to lire in, and used to go about the country 
pi'eaching to his people, and administering the holy Sacra- 
ment to them. He was so tender and merciful that every 
one loved him, but yet he was very brave and fearless ; 
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and once when a Priest had done a very wrong thing, and 
refused to leave oflF his evil ways, Richard refused to for- 
give him, although the king and a great many nobles 
took his part. 

You must remember it was not because the Priest had 
sinned that the Bishop was angry, it was only because he 
continued to do wrong. 

S. Hichard was preaching a mission through England, 
urging people to go to those holy wars, of which you will 
hear in the next chapter, when he was taken ill at Dover, 
and there he died. 

He was carried to his own cathedral of Chichester, and 
buried there. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Cge 1^o{fi Wave, 

We tave aeen, dear children, how the WonderfQl Kingdom 
spread, and how gladly its soldiers and servants laid down 
their lives for jEsrs' sake, and now I am going to tell you 
just a little about some wars, Holy "Wars, or Crusades, 
they were called, which lasted for a long time, and which 
hegan because of the love that the Christians of those days 
had for Jesus. 
It used to be the custom for the followers of the Lobd 
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to go to Jerusalem, and pray at the Tomb of the Savioub ; 
Jerusalem at this time was in the hands of people who 
did not belieye in Jesus, and they treated the poor Chris- 
tians very cruelly, and one of the pilgrims whose name 
was Peter the Hermit, came back and told all these things, 
and at a great meeting held in France, it was determined 
that an army of soldiers should go to Jerusalem, and 
try and get back what they loved so well from the un- 
believers. 

The princes of most of the nations of Europe joined 
in this holy war, which was called a crusade, because 
the soldiers who went to it wore red crosses on their 
shoulders. 

I wish I could tell you all about these wars, how brave 
all the people were who fought in them, and what terrible 
sufferings they endured ; a great many who started from 
Europe never reached the Holy Land, but QoD saw the 
wish that had been in their hearts, and I am sure that 
their love for the honour of their Saviour was written 
against their names in the book of life. Jerusalem was 
conquered by the Christians, and then taken again by the 
Tur^f s ; and after eight different Crusades, Jerusalem was 
still in the hands of the unbelievers. 

There was one Crusade which you will like to hear 
about. A shepherd boy in Erance gathered a number 
of children about him, and they marched in procession 
through the towns and villages singing these words, " 
LoBJ), help us to recover Thy true and holy Cross.'* 
They carried bright banners and crosses in their hands, 
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and at last they reached Marseilles, where some wicked 
men had promised to take them on board their ships, and 
then they were to go to Jerusalem ; but the poor children 
were terribly deceived, these men were kidnappers, and 
they were either shipwrecked or sold as slaves ; they never 
reached the city, which in their childlike faith they had 
so longed to see. God grant that in the Great Day their 
eyes may open upon the heavenly New Jerusalem, with 
its pearly gates, and its streets of gold. 

There was a royal saint who fought in those holy wars, 
of whom I must teU you here, his name was S. Louis, and 
he was King of Prance. 

He had been to Jerusalem once, and he came home 
again, and for ten years he wore the red cross upon his 
shoulder, and every one knew what that meant ; it meant 
that he intended going back again to his Sayioub^s tomb. 

He left his kingdom one bright May day, never to 
return to it. He set sail for Tunis, a town in Africa^ 
standing on the ruins of Carthage ; that place where you 
remember the Martyr S. Cyprian had died long centuries 
before. Sickness soon broke out under the burning sky 
of Africa. Tristan of [France, S. Louis* favourite son, was 
the first to die, then the king himself fell ill. He tried to 
keep up bravely ; he stood in his tent and saw the messen- 
gers who had come to him from Constantinople, and he 
bade his young daughter, who had married the king of 
Navarre, good-bye ; then he took' to his bed, and on the 
next Sunday he made his last Communion. All that 
night in his sleep he kept saying, " We will go up to Jem- 
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salem,'^ and the next day God in His mercy took S. Louis 
to"theCity of Peace/' 

Edward the First, our own English King, lived to win 
back Jerusalem, but his army suffered so much from the 
hot climate, that he was obliged to return to England, 
and he is known in history as "The last of the Cru- 
saders/' 



CHAPTER XXXrV. 

a ^tintttie of Zmtfttt Hatib. 

Now I am going to tell you a story that belongs to 
Crusading times, although it has nothing to do with the 
holy wars themselTes. 

There was a little Princess of Hungary, whose name 
was Elizabeth, and when she was but a very little girl she 
loved God very much, and her greatest delight was to say 
her prayers, and to read holy books. 

Sometimes when she was playing with her little com- 



a ^vinm» of another HanUt 125 

panions she would ask them to run races, and the winning 
post was the door of the chapel, which stood in her 
father's grounds ; then she would kneel down and say a 
little prayer, and long to go into the holy Presence Which 
she knew was ever on the altar. 

All her pocket money she gave to the poor ; every one 
loved the gentle little girl, the only fault the servants ever 
found with her was that she was always followed hy a 
troop of beggars, always asking them to find some food 
for some poor wretched little child who had no one to 
care for it. 

It was the custom in those days for the kings of different 
countries to marry their little sons and daughters to each 
other when they were quite children, and a Prince of 
Thuringia, in Germany, sent and asked the King of 
Hungary to give him the little Elizabeth as a wife for 
his son. 

The king and queen could not bear to part with their 
child, but they thought it right to let her go, and so the 
baby bride was taken with much state to her new far 
away home in Thuringia. 

She was just as loving and gentle there as she had been 
at home, and her little bridegroom loved her dearly, 
and when they grew old enough to imderstand that they 
were really to spend all their lives together, they thought 
how happy they should be, and how much good they 
would do. And they were very happy; they thought 
of God before aU else, and they always thought of 
other people before themselves; and, dear children, do 
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you know that these two things are the true secret of 
happiness. 

Louis was the name of the young Landgrave of Thu- 
ringia. Sometimes he used to have to go and fight with 
some of his neighbours ; he did not like leaving his young 
wife at home, but he always did his duty, and you know 
sometimes it is people's duty to fight in a right cause. 
Sometimes, too, he used to go out hunting, and when he 
was away Elizabeth used to spend her time amongst the 
sick and the poor, who looked upon her as an angel sent 
to them by God. 

One day she was carrying some bread in her apron to a 
poor old woman who lived in the village near her husband's 
beautiful castle, and very suddenly she came upon him 
and his companions coming home from hunting. 

She did not like any one to know of her good deeds, 
and when Louis went up to her and tried to see what 
she was carrying she wished to hide the contents of 
her apron ; he playfully opened it, and there instead of 
the loaves of bread were the most lovely red and white 
roses. 

It was Christmas time, and no flowers were blooming 
any where else, and so it made this seem very wonderful 
to Louis ; it is said that he picked up one of the roses, 
and it was found next his heart when he was dead. 

"For he did die very soon after that. He was on his 
way to the holy wars when he was taken ill ; and his ser- 
vants carried the news of his death to his loving wife. 

Her heart was nearly broken, but after a time God sent 
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her comfort, and she would rejoice that Louis the brave 
knight was safe in the heavenly Jerusalem. 

After this, a great deal of trouble came into her life ; 
her mother-in-law and Louis's brothers were very cruel 
to her, they turned her and her children out of the castle, 
and they went wandering about like beggars from house 
to house. Very patiently S. Elizabeth bore all this, and 
in time those who had treated her so badly were very sorry 
for what they had done. 

She gave up aU her life to Good's poor, and when she 
died every one did her honour, and the Emperor of Ger- 
many was at her funeral ; and now after all these years 
the name of Elizabeth of Hungary is very dear to all the 
servants of the Wonderful Kingdom. 

That story about the roses may be only a legend, dear 
children ; but I think it teaches us that out of all kind 
deeds flowers grow, flowers that will bloom hereafter in 
Gk)D's own Paradise. 

I cannot tell you much about the events that followed 
the holy wars. After a time great trouble came upon 
the Church, and there began over all Europe that Eeforma- 
tion of which you may have read in your little History of 
England. 

I do not think you would care to hear much about this. 
It was a quarrel with the Bishop of Rome, or the 
Pope, as he was now called, and a great deal of it is very 
dry and uninteresting. 

Reformation means making things better, and there 
certainly was a great deal in the government of the 
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Church that wanted being made better, but there were 
mistakes made in the way in which it was set about, and 
there was a great deal of sorrow and misery and blood- 
shed about which I cannot tell you in this book. But 
through all the trouble the Wonderful Kingdom lived 
on, nothing was, nothing ever has been, able to subdue it, 
and we know that it must live on unto the end. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

dtmtger S^ietsiontivp* 

In these troubled times there were holy men willing to 
give up their lives for the spread of the "Wonderful King- 
dom, Just as the holy Apostles and Martyrs had given up 
their lives hundreds and hundreds of years before. 

In the year 1606, there was born in Spain, a little boy, 
whose name was Francis Xavier. This little boy after- 
wards became a priest, and was sent out as a missionary 
to India. 

Ihiring the voyage out he taught the sailors their cate- 
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chism, and spoke to them of the love of God and of Jesus, 
and he took the sick into his own cabin, and nursed them 
as lovingly as though they had been his own brothers. 

Just as he had worked on board that ship, he worked 
in India; and the people seeing how good he was, and 
what a holy life he led, were converted to the true faith. 

He afterwards went to the Island of Japan, and you 
will read in the next chapter of the fruits of his work 
there. He had always longed to go to China, and he 
reached an Island called Sancian, from whence he could see 
the coast of China quite easily. 

He was lodging in a poor hut by the sea-side, and he 
was seized with a bad illness, and he knew that he should 
never get well, that the work which he had so longed to 
do, must be done by others. On the 2nd of December, 
1552, God called the holy missionary to Himself. His 
last words were, " In Thee, Lord, have I trusted." 

Dear children, when God calls us to our own true home, 
let us pray that we, too, may be able to say from the 
depths of our hearts, " In Thee have I trusted." 



CHAPTEK SXXVI. 

Cge ^attpxts of Hapan. 

I TOLD you in the last chapter about the great missionary, 
S. Francis Xavier, and how he went to Japan and preached 
the gospel there, and A'om that time other missionaries 
went there and taught the people the faith of Cheist. 

They had schools in which they taught the little Ja- 
panese children, and every Friday those little boys, who 
once had worshipped false gods, used to walk in procession 
through the streets to the Churches, singing psalms and 
hymns. 
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Then, as in the early days of the Wonderful Kingdom, 
persecution began. The governor wrote a letter whioh 
he ordered the people to sign, and this letter was to say 
that they renounced the Christian faith. 

Those who refused to sign it were carried away from 
their homes, and sent into exile. 

They lived in wretched huts, in the wild borders of 
Japan, and they had not enough to eat, and had a great 
many hardships to bear, but they bore all bravely, because 
their Lobd had borne so much for them. 

They wanted to be martyrs. They used to write to 
their bishop and wonder whether such a great great honour 
could be in store for them. 

They were allowed at last to go into a town where 
there were Churches and priests, but no sooner had 
they reached this place than another order went forth — 
they must either sign that letter or die ; of course they 
would not sign it, they would rather die than do wrong, 
rather suflfer than deny their Master. 

There was one of these Japanese noblemen, whose name 
was Simon, who was one of the first condemned to die ; 
he fell down before a picture of the Crucifixion, and his 
head was cut off with one single blow ; twenty-four hours 
afterwards his wife and his mother were crucified. I 
could fill a whole book with stories of these martyrs of 
Japan, but I must only tell you one or two amongst 
them. 

There was a brave soldier, named Thomas, for whom 
Michael, the king of the country, sent and bade him re- 
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nounce his religion or die. He had a wife and some little 
children at home, and the king thought that for their 
sakes he would not die the martyr's death. 

But he said that he loved his children too well to keep 
them from what he longed for, and the next day his head 
was cut off. His brother and his mother, and his two 
young sons were also condenmed to death. His poor wife 
• and his little daughters were to be allowed to live for a 
time. 

The old grandmother called her grandchildren to her 
and told them that they were to die, as their father had 
died for the sake of Jesus Christ. 

The little ones answered that that was what they wished 
to do, and they eagerly asked, " When it was to be ?'* 
When they heard that it was to be at once they ran to 
bid their mother good-bye, dressed in the white robes which 
their grandmother had got ready for them. 

" Mother dear," they said, " we are going to be mar- 
tyred." 

Her heart was nearly breaking, but she would not let 
them see her tears. She spoke to them of their father, 
and of the saints and the holy angels, and she bade them 
name the Name of Jesus with their latest breath. Then 
her courage failed her, she hid her face upon her chil- 
dren's shoulders and cried so bitterly that the soldiers, 
lest they should not be able to perform their cruel duty, 
dragged the boys from her. 

They carried them with their grandmother in a palan- 
quin to the place of execution, and the old woman saw 
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her darlings killed before her eyes, and then her turn 
came, and she went to join those she had loved on earth. 

Then there was a boy, called James, of not more than 
eleren years old, and a girl, named Magdalen, and these 
children kissed the stakes upon which they were to be 
afterwards tied. One of their feUow-martyrs unrolled a 
banner upon which was painted a figure of Jesus on the 
Cross, the children fixed their eyes on it : the flames- 
wreathed around them, the cords were loosened by the 
fire, and little James ran away ; the crowd thought he was 
frightened, the next minute his arms were thrown round 
his mother, then he went back to the stake to die ; whilst 
the girl, Magdalen, picked up some burning coals, and 
put them round her head like a wreath of roses. 

Dear children, I need not tell you more. I think you 
have heard enough to make you when you think of the 
Noble Army of Martyrs, think specially of these little 
Japanese children who died so bravely, because they loved 
Jesus so weU. 



\ 



CHAPTEK XXXVII. 

an Zpastlt of CBficftp. 

I WONDER whether you have ever before seen this picture 
of an old priest carrying in his arms a little child, and look- 
ing down upon another with a look of sorrowful pity upon 
his face. I will tell you who he is. S. Vincent do Paul, a 
French priest, who did more good to others than most 
men, and who is called because of all his deeds of kind- 
ness, " the Apostle of Charily." 

When he was very young, he was carried away as a 
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slave to Africa, and all he suffered there made him sorry 
for poor captives in their dreary prisons. 

When he got back to Prance he gave up his whole life 
to the poor and the prisoners, and once he went to Mar- 
seilles, and seeing a poor old woman crying bitterly upon 
the quay, he asked her what ailed her. 

She told him that they had carried her son away to 
the galleys, the ships where prisoners were kept in chains, 
and he had a wife and some little children starving at 
home. 

Now S. Vincent de Paul had really been sent all the 
way from Paris to visit the poor prisoners ; he at once 
went on board the ship, he saw the poor man and heard 
his story, and he felt very sorrowful ; he wished so much 
to help him, but he did not see the way to do it. At last 
God put a holy noble thought into his mind : he went to 
the captain and offered to take the poor prisoner's place. 
The offer was accepted; and for many weeks Vincent 
worked as a prisoner and wore a prisoner's chains; he 
spent all the time he could speaking to the galley slaves 
about God, and trying to make them repent of their sins, 
and lead a better life ; and in the days that came after- 
wards there were many of them trho looked back with 
thankfulness to the time when the good priest lived as a 
captive amongst captives. 

You can imagine how the old woman and the poor wife 
and the little children blessed him, who had sent the 
prisoner back from the galley to his home. 

When it comes into our way to do kind things, dear little 
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ones, at some trouble to ourselTes, I think we ought to 
remember that kind thing that S. Vincent de Paul did, 
all those long years ago. 

One night S. Vincent was out very late in the snow, in 
the streets of Paris, and he found a poor little child home- 
less and friendless, shivering in the snow, he took it up 
in his arms and carried it to the Sisters of Charity, and 
bade them take care of it, and nurse it for Jesus' sake. 
And after that, however tired he was with his hard day's 
work, he used to go out at night to see if there were any 
more poor babies to be taken to a comfortable home, and 
when he found any, he used to carry them in his arms to 
the Sisters, and the poor little things were tended and 
cared for, and grew up to bless the Apostle of Charity. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
a S0Mtpv Meinp of our otott ilattHf 

I HAVE come to the last chapter of the Stories about the 
Wonderful Kingdom and its Soldiers and Servants. There 
is a great deal more to tell, perhaps some day I may tell 
you the things that I have been obliged to leave out here. 

I have told you about the Church from the beginning, 
from the first Whitsun Day ; you have heard of all the 
troubles of the Christians^ and you have seen how through 
bloodshed and strife and sorrow the Wonderful Kingdom 
has lived and flourished, whilst the kingdoms of the world 
have been laid low. 

I am going to end up with a story about a Martyr 
Bishop of our own day, and of our own land, one who 
was known to a great many of your fathers and mothers, 
dear children, and who gave up his home and his country 
to take the glad tidings of salvation to the far away 
islands of the Southern seas. 

This bishop's name was John Coleridge Fatte$on. 
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When he was about fourteen he heard the Bishop of 
New Zealand preach a sermon at Windsor, about the 
glories of missionary work ; young Patteson was at Eton 
then, and the thought of what the bishop had said was 
offcen in his mind. 

Before he left England, the shepherd of that distant 
flock went to stay with Patteson's father, and he asked 
his mother if she would give him her boy. 

He said it half in joke, but she did not say ** No." And 
when thirteen years afterwards the Bishop of New Zealand 
came back to England, Coleridge Patteson, (as he was 
always called,) who was working as a clergyman now in 
a country parish, went to him and oflFered to go back with 
him to his home beyond the seas. 

He had been waiting for this for many months, learning 
to do his work, and now the time had come for him to go, 
he felt that God had called him to be a missionary. 

He went, leaving all he loved behind him, sorry, of 
course, to say good-bye to his dear old home, but very 
thankful that the wish of his heart was to be fulfilled at 
last, the wish that had come to the bright young Eton 
boy as he listened to the bishop's sermon all those years 
ago. 

I cannot tell you how Coleridge Patteson worked 
amongst the heathen people, how he helped the bishop 
more than any one had helped him before ; how he never 
thought of himself, but always of others. 

After a time he was consecrated a bishop of the Church, 
the first Bishop of the Melanesian Isles. And oh ! how 
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those about him loved their gentle pastor, who they knew 
was indeed a confessor, ready to give up his life for them, 
ready to die for Christ. 

God willed that a name more honourable than that of a 
confessor should belong in ages to come to Coleridge 
Patteson. 

In the year 1870, he had a bad illness, and for a time 
he was obliged to be quiet, he was at Norfolk Island then, 
and afterwards he went in his little vessel, " The Southern 
Cross," to Auckland, and there he regained his health, 
and was able to return to his work. 

He had some native youths about him whom he was 
going soon to ordain, and he was very anxious about 
them all during those summer days. 

It was September, in the year 1871, the bishop had 
been speaking to those who were with him on board the 
"Southern Cross," of the glorious death of the holy 
Martyr, S. Stephen, and then he prepared to land at the 
Island of Nukapu where he had been once or twice 
before. 

The bright sun was shining upon the sands, and upon 
the coral reefs, and the spreading palm trees looked all 
green and shady in the distance. It was a difficult place 
at which to land ; the bishop saw four canoes lingering 
near, and he* ordered the boat of the " Southern Cross" to 
be lowered, and he put into it some presents which he 
had brought for the natives, and then he told his men to 
pull towards the canoes ; they did so, and the black men 
asked the bishop to get into one of their boats. 



2i S^attpt M^ftup of our oton ILanti» 1^1 

He did not hesitate, by his loving gentle manner he 
always tried to win souls to Jesus, and he had often 
trusted himself to them before, he did not hesitate now ; 
he went oflF alone with them, his friends in the boat saw 
him land, and the next thing they saw was some of the 
natives standing on the shore and pointing their arrows 
at them. 

Into the air they whizzed, falling into the bishop's boat, 
and hurting all those who were in it ; but after a time 
they managed to take the sharp arrows out of their flesh, 
and weak and faint though they were they went to look 
for their loved bishop. 

They had a long time to wait before the tide was high 
enough for them to cross the ree£ They crossed it at 
last, and then they saw two canoes coming towards them. 
One went back to the shore, the other one which was 
quite empty drifted out into the sea. 

There was a heap of something lying in the middle of it, 
they could not at first see what it was ; they lifted it into 
their boat, all wrapped up as it was in matting. Dear 
children, it was their dear bishop's dead body that was 
there in that empty canoe; another martyr had gone 
on that September afternoon to wait before the golden 
altar. 

They went back to the " Southern Cross" with their 
precious burden, and lovingly and tenderly they laid it 
across the skylight, and on his face was a smile so sweet 
and beautiful that it made those who saw it think of a 
picture they had once seen of one of the old martyrs. 
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There was a palm leaf on his breast. And there were five 
wounds to be seen ; no more. 

Those who had loved him so well could not but mourn 
over him ; but that look of peace on the dead face spoke 
to them better than any words would have done of his 
hope and of theirs. 

They buried him next day in the deep blue sea, over 
which the sun was shining so brightly. The martyr 
bishop had gone to live for ever and for ever in the sun- 
shine of God's Paradise. 

There in the depths of the ocean his body rests until 
the great day, when the sea shall give up her dead. 

On S. Michael's Day, the Peast of the Holy Angels, 
two of the bishop's friends, who had been wounded by the 
arrows on the day he died, one Mr. Atkin, a faithful 
priest; the other a young black man, named Stephen, 
were buried like their master in the sea. 

And now my last story is told. Before I wish you 
good-bye, dear children, I want to ask you, when you say 
your prayers, and use those words " Thy Kingdom come," 
to think of the Wonderful Kingdom of which this book 
has told you, for we mean by " Thy Kingdom come," that 
the Church may be spread all over the world, and that 
all those countries which know nothing of God and of 
Jesus may know Him in His own good time. 

And when you join in the Creed which I told you 
those holy bishops of old drew up, all those hundreds of 
years ago, I hope you will understand better than you did 
before what those words mean, " I believe in one Catholic 
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and Apostolic Church;'* and you will know that the 
martyrs died so willingly and gladly because Jesus died 
for them, and because they believed " in the Resurrection 
of the dead, and the life of the world to come." 

And their belief is ours, dear children, and their Creed 
is our Creed. 
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